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Enter %tehard Duke ofGlouceIier,(olus. 

OW is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Torkei 
And all the clouncs that lowr d vpon our houfe, 
In the deepe bofomcof the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang a to mcrric meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marchesto delightfull plcafures, 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now in Head of mounting barbed fteedcs, 

To fright the foules offearefulladuerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

T o the lafciuious pleafing of a loue. 

But 1 that am not lliarpe offportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalfe; 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loue-s Maieftic, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offeature by dilTembling Nature, 

Deform'd, vnfiniflit,fcnt before my time 
Into this breathingworld halfemade vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barkeatmeas Ihaltby them: 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Hauc no delight to palle away the time, 

V nlelle tofpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mineowne deformitie; 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies; 

Plots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 
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TheTragedie 

By drunken prophefics,libel$and dreames, 

T o fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one againd the other, - 
And if King Edwardbzas true and iufl 
As I am fubtile, falfe and trecherous : 

This day Ihould Qlarence clofely be mevtfd vp, 

About a Propheiie which layes that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murthercr (hall be. 

Diue thoughts dovvne to my foule. Enter Clarence with 

Heeie Clarence comes, aGrardofmen. 

Brother,good dares, what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace.* 1 
Cla. His Mated ie tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
•This conduft to conuey me to the Tower# (pointed 
Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla, Becaufe my name is Cjcorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is none of yours. 

He ihould for that commity our good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath loroe intent 
T hat you ihall be new chridened intheTower,. 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Qa. Yea Richard when I doe k now, for I protell 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, 

^nd from the croite-row pluckes the letter G.* 

AnA fayes a wHard told him that by G, 

His ilfuedifinhcrited ihould be, 

AnA for my name of (. Ijeorge begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he; 

Thefeas Ilearne,andfuchdike toyes astheie, 

Haue moued his Higbhefle to commitme now-. 

Glo, Why this it is when mcnareruldeby women, 

Tis notthe King that (endsyou totheTower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis (he 
That tempts him to this extreamitie; 

Was it not fheand that good man of worihip 
& Anthony Wooduile her broth er there. 

That made him fend Lord Hafiings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 

V¥ears.not iafe//hr<««>we are notfafe# 







of Richard the Third. 

Ha By heauen 1 thinke there is no man (ecur d 

Bur the Queenes kindred, andnight- walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and MidrelT bShoare: 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafiings was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayningto her Deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc hishbertie, 
llctellyou what, Ithinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and weare her liuerie. 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her felfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 
Aremightiegoflips in this Monarchy# 

Bro, I befeech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His mate (lie hath draightly giuen in charge. 

That noman (hall haue priuate conference, 

Ofwhat degreefoeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo & pleafeyour worihip Broken faty, 

You may partake of any thing we fay: 

Wefpeakeno treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Qpeene 
Well drooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongue: 
Andthatthe Queenes kindred are made gentle folkes.- 
How fay you Hr, can you deny all this ? 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to do. 
glo. Naught to do with Miftreife Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, exceptingone, 

Were bed he doit fecretly alone. 

Bro. What one my Lord? 

Glo, Her husband knaue,wouldd thou betray me? 

Bro. I beieech your Graceto pardon me, and withallfbr- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (beare 

Cla, We know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey. 

Glo' We are the Queenes A biefts and mud obey. 

Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

•^nd whatfoeueryou willimploy me in, 

Were it to call King^rfr^viddow lifter, 
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TheTYagedie 

I will performed to infranchife you, 

Mcanc time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouches>me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Cjlo, W ell, your imprifonment fliall not be long. 

I will deliuer y ou, or lie for you, 

Meane timehaue patience. 

Cla, 1 mull perforce,farewell. Exit (f la. 

Gio . Go tread the path, that thou (halt nere returne, 
Simple pla'ne Clarence, 1 do loue thee fo. 

That 1 vviJllhortly fend thyfouleto heauen, 
if heauen Will take the prefent at our hands: 

But v\ ho comes heere,the new deliuered Haftingsi 
Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo . As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well areyou welcome to this openaire, 

How hath your Lordftiip brookt imprifonment? 

Haft. With pattence(noble Lord)as prifoners mull: 

But I fliall liue my Lord togiue them thanks, 

That w ere the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo. N o doubt, no doubt, and fo lhall Clarence too. 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft . More pittie that the Eagle fliould be mewed, 

W hile Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo. W hat news's abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is fiekly,weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fearehim mightily. 

Glo. No w by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euill dietlong, 

And ouermuchconfumed his Royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

W.hat,is he in his bed^ 

Haft. He is. . „ 

Glo. Goyou before, and I will follow you, Exit Haft. 

He cannot liue 1 hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packt with pofthorfe vp to heauen, 
lie in to vrge his hatred more to (flarencc> With 






Exit. 



of Richard the Third. 

With lyes well fteeld with weightic arguments, 

And if 1 fade not in my deepe intent, 

Which done "GodTake King Edward t o his mercy, 

And lejue the world for me to bulled in: 

For then lie marry fTamicks yengeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father, 

The readieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which 1 muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfeto Market: 

; Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftillliues and raignes, 

When they are gone, then muft I count my gaines. 

Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord; 
If honor may be flirowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft la while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Popre key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale allies of the houfeof Lancafter, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat I inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations ofpoor ttcAnne, 

Wife to thy Edward^othy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes ; 
Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelclTe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart, that had the heart to do it, 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched, by the death of thee ; 

Then I can wifh to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that hues.- 
If eucr he hauechild, abortiue be if, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpetft 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view, 

If 










ThcTragedie 

If cacr-he haue wife, let her be mad.- 
As miferable by the death of him. 

As I am made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertleywith your holy load 
Taken hom'Paules to be interred there: 

And ftillasyouarea wearie ofthe.waigfot. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Hemwcoarfe. 

Enter Glojler. 

Cjlo.St&y you that beare the coarfe,and fet it downe, 
La. What blacke Magit.an coniures vp this fiend 
T o ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. VilIaine,fetdownc the coarfe,or by St .Paul, 
lie make acoarfe of him thatdifobeyes. 

Gen. Stand backe and let the Coffin pafte. 

GIo. Vnmanner’d dog, ft and thou when 1 command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint Taut\[z ftrike fhee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon theebegger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble,are you all afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelL 
Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power oucr his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou canft not haue,therefore be gone* 

Glo . Sweet Saint for charitie,be not fo curft. 

La. Foule diuelffor Gods fake henceflc 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it with curling cries and deepe exdaimes. 

If thou delighr.to view thy hainous deed; 

Behold this pacterne of thy butcheries. 

Gh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal'd mouths and bleed afreffi. 
Bloffi,bulfli, thoulurape offouledeformitie, 

For ti s thy prefence that exhales thisblood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwels. 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall . 

Oh God,which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink'ft,reucnge his death: 
Either heauenwith lightning ftrike the murthcrer dead, 
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Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quieke. 

As thou did ft fwallowvp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-gouernd arme hath butchered. 

Glo . Lady, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad,bleffingsforcurfcs, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 
No bead fo fierce, but knowes fonie touch of pittie, 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am nobeaft. 

La, Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wondcrfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafc dcuine perfection ofa woman, 
Ofthefefuppofed euils togiue mcleaue, 

By circumftance buttoacquite myfelfe. 

Z^.vouchfafedefufed infeClion ofa man. 

For thefc knowne euils, but to gitie meleaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy cuifcdfelfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfc, « 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 
glo. By fuch difpaire I fliould accufe myfelfe. 

La. And by difparing Ihouldft thou Hand excufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy flaughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they atenot dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliili flaue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 



~i a \ , In ^ ou , lc 1 throat thou lyeft. Qucene Margrct faw 

Thy Dloodly faulchion fmoakifig in his blood. 

The which thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beatc afide the poynt, 

\iSt-' 'C , Wa ? pI i ouokcd b V her llanderous tongue 
Wh.ch a.de their guift vpon my guiltleirelhoulders. 
w fc| T i 10U W f prouokcdb y thy bloodie mitide, 

iTl ° n ° U S ht: but bu ^cryes. 
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The Tragedic 

Zrf.Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunt tnetoo 
Thoumaieft be damned for rhar wicked deed. 

Oh he was ger.tle,mild,andveicuous. 

<74?,The fitter forthe Kmgofheaucn that hath him. 

La, Heis in heauen,whcrethot?lhalt neuer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpetofend him thither. 
For he was fi tter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vtifit for any placebuchell. 

(jlo. Yes one place elfe.ifyou will heare me name it. 

Z/t.Some Dungeon. Gio, Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lied. 

Glo. So will itMadamcjtillllie with you. 

La. I hopcfoi 

Gto. 1 know fq, but gentle Ladic ^nne, 

T o leaue this kind incounter of our w its. 

And fall fomewbat into a flower methode : 

Is not the cauferof the time-lefle deaths, 
OfthefePlantagcnctSjHenry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

La. Thou artthecaule,and moll accurft cfFetft. 

Glo. Your beautie was the cauieofthateffedh 
Your beauiewhich did hauntmein my fleepe, 
Tovndertakc the death of all the world. 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofomc. 

Z*.IfI thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thcfe nailes Ihould rend that beautie from their chcekes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer indurcfweet beauties wrack, 
Y ou Ihould not blemifh them if I ftood by .* 

As all the world ischeared by the Sunnc> 

So I by that, it is my day, ray life* 

Z<*.Blacke night ouerfhad thy day,and death thy life. 

C/s.Curfe notthy felfefairecrcaturc,thouart both*. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee* 

Glo. I t is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on, him that loueth you, 

L*. It is a cjuarrcll iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husbancV. 

Did.it toil elpc thee to abetter husband. 



H||H|p of Richard thcThird. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth* 

Glo Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could. 
Zrf.Namc him. Gh. Plantagenct. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The lelfefame namc,but oncof better nature, 

La. Where is hce l 

G7<\Heere. Sbccfyitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at race? 

La. Would if were mortallpoy/on for thy fake. 

Glo. Neuer camepoyfon from fo fweete a place. 
Zrf.Neuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my light,thou doeft infcfl my eyes. 

Glo. T hinc eyes fweete Lade hauc infefled mine. 

Z«. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftriketheodcad. 

Glo. I would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death .• 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
shamed their afpeft with ftare of childifli drops, 

1 neuer fued to friends nor cnenjie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofdc my fee : 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not thy lipsfuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady,not for luch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

h f r .c.I lend thee this fliarpe pointed fword, 

? j i Ch ' th ° u Pkafc to hide in this true bofomc. 

And let the foule forth that adoreththee * 

1 laie it naked to thy deadly ftroakc • 

And humbly begchedeatl)vpon my knee. 

Nay, doe not pawle,twas I that kildyour husband 
But twas thy beauty that prouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch ; twas I that kild king Henry, 

■*»t£SiS: 8h,,vl,h;d£s l 
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The Tragedie 

Glo. Tufti, that was in the rage : 

Speakc it aga!ine,and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Loue, 

Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer loue, 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accclTaric. 

La. 1 would 1 knew thy heart, 

Glo. T is figured in iny tongue. 

La. 1 feare me both are falic. 

Glo. Then neuer man vs as true. 

La. Well, well, putvp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat ill all you know hereafter, 
glo. But 1 fli all hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope liue to. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take.is not to giue». 

Glo. Looke how this ringincompaiTeth thy finger, 
Buen fo thy breft indofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them/or both ofthem are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thoudoeft confirmehisihappinelTefor ei»ef. 

£,<*.. What is it i 

Glo. That it would pleafethee leatue thefefad dengnes 
To him that hath more caufc to be a mourner, 

And presently repaire to Crosbie place, 

Wbere,after I haue folcmnely enterred 
At Chertfie Monafkriethis nobleKing, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

1 will with al expedient dutie fee you : 

For diuers vuknowne reafbns,l befeech you 
Graunt me this boons. 

La. With al ra y heart, Sc much it ioyes me too, 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

TrelTill and Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Ti$ more then you defer ue : 

But fince youteadh aid howto flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell ahead ie. Exit. 
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C/(?,Sirs,take vp the courfe. 

Str* Towards Chertlie noble Lord . 

Glo No: to white Fryers : there attend my comming* 

Was euer woman in this humour woed ? Exmnt. Manet Cjlo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne i 
lie haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

What Ithat kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heatc: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. t 
The bleeding witnelTe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience, and thefe barresagainft me* 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But the plaine Diuell and dilFembling lookes, 

Andyett to win her all the world to nothing? Hah ? 

Hath Ilie forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward,her Lord,Whome I fome three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at T ewxbury ! 

A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd inthcprodigalitieof nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife,and no doubt right royally 
The lpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will Ihe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

Thatcropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed i 
On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedomc to be a bcggerly denier, 

I doe mi (lake my perfon all this while. 

V pon my life (lie fi nds, although l cannot 
My felfe, to be a maruailous proper man, 

He be at charges for a Looking-glaite, 

And entertaine fome fcorc or two of tailors 
To ftudie fafhions to adore my body, 

.Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

1 wlllmaintaine it with a little coft. 

But firft ile turne you fellow m his graue, 

And then rcturfte lamenting to my loue. 

Shine our fairefnnne,tiil I haue bought aglafic, 

That I may fee my (haddow as I palTc. Exit. 
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Enter j^jWfW.Lord Raters and Gray. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
W ill foonc rccoucr his accuftomed health. 

gray . In that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfc, 
Thcrforc lor Gods lake cntertainc good comfort, 

And chcare his grace with quickc and merry words, 

9a.lt he were dead, what would betide ofimei 
Rt. Noothcr harmebut loire of fuch a Lord. 
jg«.The lofleof fuch a Lord includes all harmc. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fbnne. 
To be yourcomforter when he is gone. 

^».Oh he is yong,and his minoritic 
Is putvnto thetruft of Rich. Glouccfter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. 1 1 is concluded he fhallbe Protedor ? 

£ht . It is determined,not concluded yet, 

But io it mud be if the King mifcarric. Enter Ruck, Darby, 
Gr.Hcrc comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Bac.G ood time ofday vntoyour royall grace. 

D or. God make your Maieftie ioy f ull as you haue bene. 
^«.The Counteile Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
T o your good prayers willfcarcely fay, Amm : 

Y ct Darby, notwithstanding dices your w ife. 

An d loues not me,be you good Lord aflured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar . I befeech you either not belceue 
The enuious llaunders of her accufers. 

Or if flie be accufcd in true report, 

Bearc with her weakeneiTe,which I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward ficknetfe,and no grounded malice. 
j&Saw you thcKingto day my Lord Darby ? 

Dar. But now theDuke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maiettie, 

What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
Z?«c.Madamc,good hope, his gracefpeakes chearfully. 
< <pu.God graunt him health, did you confer with him i 
2?#c.Madam we did: He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt theDukcof Gloceftcrand your brothers. 

And becwxt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

e^hd 
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And font towarnc them ot his royall prefence. 

0*. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 
Itcarcour happincirc is at the hlghell. 

C/o.They doe me wrong, and lwillnotindure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King l 
That I forfooth am Herne louc them not : 

By wholy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diflentious rumors : 

Bccaufc Icannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,deceiue and cog, 

Duckc with Frenchnods.and apifli courtefie, 

I muft be held a rankerous enemie. 

Gannot a. plaine man liuc and thinke no hanne. 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
By filken flie infinuating lackes ? 

7?i.To home in this prefence fpeakes your graca? 

gfo.To thecthathaft nor honeftienor grace. 

When haue 1. injured thee, when doncthee wrong* 
Orthee,orthcc,oranyof yourfadion i 
A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
('Whomc God preferue better then you would wifli) 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

9u. Brother of Glocefter,you miftake the matter : 
The Kmg of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer cl/e, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward adions Ihewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brotber.and my felfc : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The gr . ninds ofy our fl will, and to femoucit. 

Glo.\ can not tell, the world is grownefo bad, 

Thatwrcns may prey whcrcEaglesdare not pcarcb* 

Since euery lacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

^5‘Comc, ceme,we know your meaningbrotherGlo,- 
i ou enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need ofyeu. 

(7/u.Mcane time, God grant that we hauenced ofyou* 






TheTragedie. 

‘Our brother islmprlfoned by your meancs. 

My fclfe difgraced,and theNobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe. 

That fcarcefome two dayes fince wereworth a noble. 

£)tt. By him that raifde me to this carefull height, 
From.that contented hap which I enioyed, 

1 neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 

Againft theDukeof Clarence, but haue beenc ' 

An earned aduoeateto pleadeforhim. 

My Lord, you doe me fliamefoll iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vilefulpefts. 

Cjlo. Youmay denie that you were notthecaufc, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Riu. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may, L. Riuers,why who knwes not fo ? 

Jhe may doe more fir then denying that : 

<5hc may helpe you to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may fhee net } flie may, yeamarriemay flic. 

Riu. What marriemay flic? 

Glo. What marry may flie ? marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handfomc ftripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

My L. of Glocefter,! haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbrai dings, and your bitter Icoffes, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grofte taunts I often haue indured. 

1 had rather be a country feruantmayd. 

Then a great Qneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at. Enter t, 
•Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. UWargret. 

£1* Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God 1 befeechthee, 
Thy honour, ftate, and fcateisducto me. 

Glo. What? threatyou me with telling the King? 

Tell him andfpare not,looke whatliayd, 

I will auoch in prefence bf the King : 

Tis time to (peake, when paines are quite forgot. 



Qu Mvi Out diucU remember them too well, 
T&cweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore lonne at Tcwxbune. 

A Glo. Ere you wcreQueene,y«a or your husband king, 

J was a pack-horfe in his greataffaircs. 

A wecderoutofhis proud aduerfarics, 

A liberall rewardcr of his friends : 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mine owne. 

^«./t/<*r.Yea,and much better blood, then hisor thine* 
Glo. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Werefa&ious for the houfc of Lancaftcr : 

And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flaine : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you arc : 
Witball,what 1 haue bcen.and what 1 am. 

Ght. cJUar.A. murtherous villaine,and Co ftill thou art. 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwickc, 
Yea and forfwore himfeife (which Iefu pardon.) 
gu.Mar. Which God reuenge. 
gto.To fight on Edwards parti e for thecrowne. 

And for his meede(poore Lord)he is mewed vp: 

1 would to God my heart were Bint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards (oft and pittifiilllike mine, 

1 am too childifh foolilh for this world. 

jQu.Mtr. Hie thee to hell for fliame, and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodoemon,there rhy kingdemeis. 

jRLMy Lord ofQocefter in thofe buficdaics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord, our lawfullKing, 

So fliould we now,if you fhould beour king. 

Glo. If fliould be ? 1 had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

Qu.Ol'lar.As little ioy(my Lord)as you fuppofc 
You fliould enioy,were you this countries kings 
eAs little icy may you fuppofc in me, 

That I enioy, being the Queene thereof, 

3u Mar. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof, 
ror I am flic ; and altogether ioylcflfe* 

^ I cast 



I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In fearing outthat which you haucpildfrom me : 
VVhtch'ofyou trembles not thatlooke on me.? 

If not, that I being Queene 3 you bow like fubieds, 

Yet that by you depufd, you quakelikc rebels : 

O gentle vi!laine,aoe not turncaway. 
^/tf.FoulcnNrinkled,v\itch, what makft thou in my ft 
Vu.AJk.But repetition of what thou haft mard. 

That w ill i make,before 1 let thee goe: 

A husband and afoiine thou oweft vnto me, 

And thouakingdome.allofyoualleagence : 
TheforrowthacIhaue,by rightisyours, 

And all the plealures you vfurpe,is mine* 

9'A.Thecurle me -noble father laideon thee. 

When thou didft erowtie his warlike browes with paper. 
And with thy fcorne drew ft riuers frowhis eyes. 

And thento-drie them,gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood of prettieRutland : 

His curfes then from bitternelTc of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee. 



So iuftjis God to right the innocent.. 

Hafi.O twas the fouled deed to flay that babe. 

And the moll mercileffe that euer was heard of. 

^'.Tyrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
Z>«^No man but prophecied reuengefos it. 

2?«r. No t th u mb aland then prefent,wept tolee it. 
j9«./k&.What ? were you fiiarling all before 1. came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread ciirfc preuaile fo much with heauen. 
That Henries death,my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomcsloirc,my woeful! banifement, 

Gould all but anfwer for that peeuilh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes,and enter heauen } 

Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quicke curfes; 

If not bywarre, by furfctdieyourKing. 

As oyr by murder, to make him a King. 

Edward 



VO 





of Richard the Third. 

Edward thyfonne, which now is Princeof Walea, ! 

For Edward tny fon, which was Prince ofWalcs, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Qucenc,for me that was a Queenc, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liue towaile thy childrens Ioffe, 

Andfce another.as 1 fee thee now 
Decktin thyglorie, as thou art ftald in mine t 
Long die thy happic daies before thy^carii. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Dieneithcr mother,wife,nor Englands Queenc, 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were Handers by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Haft ings, when my foone 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none ofyou may liue your naturall age. 

But by foxne vnlookt acciden t cut off. 

(]lo, Htue done thy ebarme thou hatefull withered hag. 
^ndlcaue outtheeiftay dog,for thou (halt heare 
it heauen haucany greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wife vpon thee : 

O let them kccpe ic till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 

On thee thctroubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The wormeof coafcience Hill begnaw thyfoulc, 
f0rtr /y tOrs whilftthouliueft, 

An d uke deepe traytors for thy dcareft friends, 

No fieepeclofeyp that deadly eye of thine 
Vnleffe it be whilft feme tormenting dreame 

frights thee, wjthaheUofvglydiuek, 

Thou efe.fe markt,abortiuerootingho e , 

Richard. ql* u u 

^ * tw 
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The Tragcdie 

Thou badft catd i»c allthcfe bitter names. 

QH.MarSNhy fo I did, but kioke for no reply ; 

O let me make the period ro mycurfe. 

Gl». T is done by me and ends by Margaret. (cl fc, 

Jjht, Thus haue yen breathed your curie againft your 
gufiM. Poore painted Queene, vaine flourifti of my for- 
Why ftrewft thou fugcr on that botled fpider, (tune*. 
Whofe deadly web inlnarcth thee about i 
Foole.foolc, thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfc, 

Thetime will come when thou llialc with for me, 

To helpe theecurfe that poifoned buhchbackt toade. 

JJ^.Falfe boading woman, end thy frantick emfiy 
Leatt to thy harme thou mooyc our patience. 
^w.UW.Foule fharac vpon you, you haueall mou d mine. 
Ri. Were you wcllleru d y ou would be taught your duty. 
J^.A/Aiofeme me welhyou all fhould docme dutie. 
Teach meto be your Queene, and you my fubiefts : <*'■ 

Oierue me well, and teach your fclues that-dutie. y 

Dor/.Difpute not with her, (lie wlunatique. 

Qu.M. Peace maiftcr Marqueife 3 you are malapert, 
Yom fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant: 

O that your young nobilitic could iudge. 

What t were toloofc itand be miferabfe? 

They that (land high.haue many blafts to fliake them, 
And if they fail they daft therafeiues to peeces. 
G/oGoodcounfell marry, lcame it,lcame it Marques. 

Z><wynttouchethyou(myI^rd)asmuchasrne. ' , 

(7/o.Yea,and much more,butl was borne fo high, 

Qur aiery buildeth in the Caedars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and Icorncs the lunne. 

Qh.Ma. y^nd turnes thc5unne to (hade, alas, alas, 
witnes myfunne,nbwtn the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright out&iningbeames, thy cloudie wrath, 
Hath in eternall darkencftefoulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aeiries neaft. 

O God that feed it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 
i?#c£.Haue done for Jhame, ifnotforchantie. 
gusJMN rge neither charitic nor fhame to me, 










ofRicbardthe' 

NwfiarebcfillflKc^mithy p'tncct ; y houfe 
Tby «« arc no. fpotted «h ou blood, 

Nortnou within the corapaffeof my eurfe. 

24 , Nor no one here, for curfes neuer pall 

Thi> lms ofthem that breath them m theatre. 

oIma , lie not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 

Jfrd there awake Gods gentle deeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when hefawnes, he bites and when he bites, 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him: 

Smne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

0>.What doth (he fay my Lord of BucKingham f 
v»ck± Nothing that I refped my gracious Lorcf. 

G) Ma. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
An dToothd the diuell that I warne thee from t fleli, 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fliall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 
e^/nd fay poorc Margaret was a Propheteile : 

Liuceach of you, the fubie&s of his hate, 

^nd he to you,and all of you to Gods. Sxn. 

Haft. My haire doth (land on end to heare her curfes. 
iJi#./4ndfodoth mine,l wonder (hees at libertie, 

Gi t, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done . 

HaftA neuer did her any to my kngwledge, 

Gle. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hottodoefomebodygood. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for. Clarence, he is well repaid, 

C s He 












ragedie 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his painer, 

God pardon diem that are the caufe of It. 

Riu.A vcrtuous and a Criftianlikc conlufion, 

T o pray for them that haue done fcath to vs, 

<3 to. So do 1 euer being well aduifcd. 

For hadl curd, now I had curd my felfe. 

Catf, Madame, his roaicftie doth call for you. 

And for your noble Grace: and you my noble Lord. 
gu. Catsby,wc come, Lords will you goewith vs, 

Rt - Mad ame, we will attend your G ties. Exeunt <JM*. Ctt, 
Glo,l doe thee wrong, andfirdbegan to braule, 

T.he fecret mifehiefe that 1 fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the gricueus charge of others. 

Clarence, whome I indeed haue laid in darkeneile: 

I doe beweepe to many Ample guls : 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Queene,and her allies 
That dirre the K. againd the Duke my brother. 

Now they b clceue me,and withall whet me 
To be reuengedon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece offeripture, 

T ell them that God bids vs to doc good for euill : 

And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends, dolncoutofholy writ, 

-<4nd feeme a Saint, when mod I play thcDiucll. 

But foft here comes my Executioners. Enter Executioners, 
How now, my hardy dout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to dcfpatch this deed i 
Exe, We arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought v pon,I haue it hecrc about rse. 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbie place ; 

But firs,befuddaine in the execution: . / 

Withall, obdurate: doe notheare himpleade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken,and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pittie if you marke him. 

J?^.Tufli,fearc not, my Lord we will not dand to prate, 
T alkers are no good doers he allured : 

We come to vfe our hands and not our tongues. 
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of Ridhard the Third. 

Glo. Your eyes drop mildones,when fooles eics drop tears 
Hike you Lads,about your bufmcire. Exeunt . 

Enter Clarence Brokenburj. 

Bro, Why lookes you Grace lo heauily to day ? 

C4*.Oh, 1 haue paftamifcrable’night. 

So full of vgly lights, ofgadly dreames; 

ThatasI am a Chridian faithfull man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though there to buy a world of happie dayes, 
Sofullofdil'niall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour dreame f 1 long to heareyou tell it. * 
Cla . Me thought I was imbarktforBurgundie ; 

And in my company my brother Gloceiler, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vp©n the hatches, there we looked towards England, 
u4nd cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Y orke and Lancader, 

That had befallen v s : as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthc Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter dumbled,and in (tumbling 
Strookemc(that thoughtto day him) ouer>booid 
Into thetumblingbillowcs of the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne. 

What dreadful! noyfe of water in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought 1 faw a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of gold, great e^nchors,heapes of pea vie, 

I nefl unable ftones.vnvalued iewcls. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,and in thole hole*- 
Where eyes did onceinhabitc, there weic crept 
As twere in fcorne of eyes, refletfling gems. 

Which wade the flunie bottoms of the deepe. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattei ed by. 

Bro, Had you fuch Lifurc in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the dtepc i 
Cla. Me thought I had : for Hill the.enuious flood 
Jvept in tny foule,and would not let it foorth, 

Lo keepe thcemptiejV aft, and wandring ay re, 

But; 









ThcTragcdie. 

But fmothcred it within my panting bulke. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the Tea. 

Brok. A wakt you not withthis fore agome i 
Clur.Q no,my drcame was lcngthned after life, 

G then began the temped of my loulc. 

Who pad (me thougtu)thc melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto thekingdome ot perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did grecte my ftrangcr foulc, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what feourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence ? 

And (o he vantflit : Then came wandring by, 

A fliadow like an Angcll,in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarenceis comc,falfe,flecting,periurd Clarence ? 

That ftabd me in the field by T exwburie : 

Se aze on himfurics^takc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion of foulc fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
Juchhidious cries,that with the very noife, 

I trembling, wakt,and for a feafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Srok. No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you : 

I promife you,l am afraid to heareyou tell if. 

CU.O Brokenburie, I haue done thofe things, 

Which now bearceuidenceagainft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper day by me, 

My foule is hcauie,and I faine would (lcepe. 

Erokt 1 will (my Lord) God giue your grace good reft; 
Sorrow breakes feafons,ahd rcpoll ng hewers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination, 

They often feele a world of reftlelfe cares : 

So that betwixt your titles,and low names, A 
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of Richard the Third, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murderers enter. 

In Gods name whatareyou,and how came you hither ? 
Exe ,\ would fpeake with Clarence, & I came hither on my 
Bro. Yea,areyefobriefc? (legs, 

2. Exe. O fir, it is better beibriefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiifion, talke no more. He readeth it, 
Bro. I am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

1 will n ot r?afbn what is meant thereby 
Becaufe Twill be guiltleife ofthe meaning: 

Heere are the keyes, there fits the Duke a fleepe : 
lie to hisMaieftie and certifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Do fo,it is a poyntofuifcdornc. 

2 What (hall we ftabhimashefleepes? 

i . Nq, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
when he wakes, 
a. When he wakes. 

Why foole he fliall neuer wake tillthe iudgementday, 
i . Why then he will fay we dabd him llceping. 
a. Thevrging of that word iudgement,hath bred 
xi kind of remorfc in me. 
i. What art thou afraid? 

’•Not to kill him hauing awarrant for it, but to be danind 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 
i . Backe to the Duke of Gloftcr, tell himfo. 

2 . 1 pray thee day a while,! hope my holy, humour will 



Change,twas upnt to hold me but while one would tell.xx 
i . How doft thou feele thy felfe now ? r m l 

z. Faith fon^e certaine dregs of confcicnce areyet within 

i.Remcmber our reward-when the deedis done. 

* \?,? Unds h ® dies>1 r haa forgot the reward, 
i. Where is thy confcicnce now? 

IntheDukeofGloflcrs purfc# 
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The Tragedie 

2 . lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 

It makes amanacOward, A man cannot ft eale. 

But it accufeth him, he cannot ftcale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife butitdctefta 
Him, it is abluihing (haraefaft fpirit that mutinies 
In amansboiomc: it filsonefullofobftaclcs. 

It mademconceieftoreapeeceof gold that 1 found. 

1 1 beggers any man that keepcs it ; it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Citties for a dangerous thing,and euery 
Man that meancs to liue weli,cnd(Uours to truft 
To himfclfe, and to liue without it. 

i .Zoundsjit is euen now at my elbo\v,perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

a. Take the deuill in thy minde,and belceuc him not, 

He wouldlnfinuate with thee to make thee ligh. 

i, Tut, I am ftrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 
I warrant thee. 

t . Stood like a tall fellow that refpeifts his reputation, 
Come (hail we to this geare ? 

i. Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts of my (word, 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfey-but in the next 
i. Oh excellent deuice, make afoppe ofhim. (roome; 
i . Harke,he ftirs, (hall 1 ftrike ? 
a. No, firft lets reafon with him. - fia.tmaketh 
Cla. Where art thou Keeper,giue me a cup of wine, 
i. You (hall haue wine enought, my Lo.anonc. 

Cla, In Gods name, what art thou ; 
a. A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not asIam,royall. 
i. Nor you as we are, loyall. 

CU . Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookcs arehumbk, 
t. My voyce is. now the Kings,my lookcs mine owne. 
C/a ♦ How datkely and how deadly dooft thou fpeake i 
TcIlme,who areyou .’wherefore cortfeyou hither? 

Am. To, to, to. 

C/*»Tomurthcrmc? Am,l, 

CAt.You fcarccly ftaue the heart to tell me fo* 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to docit, 

Wherein my fiends haue I oftendedyou i T 



T5v ■ aHMPMWHTC) 



of Richard the I hird. 

*. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla. 1 fhall be reconciled to him againe. 
i.NeucrmyLo. therefore preparcto die. 

C/annAtc you cald forth from out a world ofmea 
Today the innocent? what is my offence? 

Where arc the euidence to accufe me ? 

What lawfull queft haue giuen their verdid yp 
Vnto the frowning’Iudge, or who pronounc’d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conuid by courfe of law? 

To thereaten me with death is meft vnlawfull : 

1 charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dearc blood flied for our greeuous fumes. 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 . What wc will doe, we do vpon command. 

2 . AndhethathathcommandedisthcKing, 

Cla. Erroneous vaftaile, the great King of Kings, 

Hath inhisTablesofhis Law commanded. 

That thou (halt doc no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edid,and fulfill a mans ? 

Takehced, for he holdes vengeance mhis hands. 

To huilevpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2 . c^nd that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing and for murthertoo? 

Thou didftreceiuctheholy Sacrament 
To fight in quarrel! ofthe houfc ofLancaftcr. 

1 . eAnd like a traitor to the Name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soueraignes fbnne, 

2 . Whome thou wert fworne to cherifh and defend, 
i. How canft thonvrgeGods dreadfulllaw to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree ? 

Cla. Alasjfor whofe fake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for hisfake : 

Why firs, he fendsye not to murder me forthis, 

For in this fin he is asdeepeasl. 

If God will be reuengedfor this deede, 
ake not the quarrellfrom his powerful! arms, 
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ie Tragedie 

Me needs no indirect nor lawfullcourfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended hint, 
i ♦ Who made thee then a bloody rainifter, 

When gallant fpring,brauc Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouite was ftrookc dead by thee. 

Cla. Mybrothersl ue,theDeuill,and my rage, 

1. Thy brothers loue, thcDeuill, and thy fault? 

Hanc brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

C/4. Oil, if you loue brother, hatenotme, 

] am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdefor need,g’oebacke againe, 

Andi will fend you to my brother Glocelter, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2. You aredeceiu’d,your brother Glocefter hates you. 
Cla. Oh no, he loues-meand he holds.me dearc, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I fo we will. 

Cla . Tell him, when that oar Princely father Yorke, 
Blcft his three fonnes with his viftoriousarme ; 

And chargd vs from hisfoule to loue each other, * 
He little thought of this diuided fricndfbip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke on this, and he will wcepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as heleffoned vs to wecpc. 

C/4.0, doe not hander him for he is kind. . 

1. Right, as fnowinharueft.thoudeceiuft thy felfe, 
Tis he that fentvs hithernow to murther thee. 

C/a. It cannot be ; for when I parted with him, 

He hugdme i» his armes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

% ♦ Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraldome : to theioyes ofheauen. 

1 . Make peace with God, for you muff die my Lord. 
C/a. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 
Tocounfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowie fo bifhd, 

That thou wilt war with God for murtheringme l 
Ah firs confider,he that fetyou on 
T o doe this deede,will hate you for this deedc, 




Be fiabs him. 



3. What (hallwe doe? 

Cla. Relent, and faue your loules. 

1. Relent, tiscowardly, and womanilh. 

Cla. Not to relent, is bcaftly,lauage,and diueliili. 

My friend, I fpie fome pittie in your lookes ; 

Oh il thy eye be not a Batterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me; 

A begging Prince, what begger pitties uot i 
t . 1 thus,and thus : if this willnot ferue. 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome, 

2. A bloodie deede,and defprately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would 1 wadi my hand, 
Ofthismoft grieuous guiltie murder done. 

1. Why doeft thou nothelpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke lhall know how fiacke thou art. 

2. 1 would he knew that I had^aued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what Ifay, 

Fori repentme that the Duke is flaine. 

i. So do not I.goecowara asthou Srt. 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the'Dukc take order forhisburiall: 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

F«t this will out, and here I mu ft not ftay. 

Enter King, ^aeet»e,HaJHngs, Patters ,&e . 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke. 

You peeres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expeft an Embaffage 

From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence ; 

And now in peace my foule lhall part. to heauen. 

Since I hauefet my friend at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Ddlemble not your hatred, fweareyour loue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 
And with my hand I ftiale my true hears loue. 

Bail. So thriue I as I fweare the liLe. 

King,! ake heede you dally not before your King, 
Leaft he that is the fupreame King ofKings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either ofyou to be the others end. 



i 



Exit. 
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fciragedie 

Haft. So profper I, as I fweare pcrfeft louc. 

Rif*. And I ,as 1 louc Haftings with my heart. 

!Ci».Madame,your felfe arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your Tonne Dorfet, Buckingham, noryou. 

You hauc been factious oneagainft the other : 

Wife, louc Lord HailingSjlethim kitle your hand, ' 
c^fnd what you doe,do it vnfainedly. 

J?#..Here Hattings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Qur former hatred, fothriuc I and mine. 

Hor.Thus cnterchange of louc, 1 hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolable, 

Ha. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embraccment to my wiucs allies. 

And nuke me happie in yourvnitie. 

Sue. When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,oryour$,but\vith all dutiouslouc 
Dothcherifli you and yours, God punifli me 
With hate, in thole where 1 exped mod loue, 

When I haue mod need to imploy a friend. 

And moll allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trccherous, and full of guile 
Beheyntomc.Thisdoe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin, txf pleating cordial! princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 

To nuke the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Gleceftcr, 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke, .. 

Glo . Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Quccnc, 
And princely peercs,a happie time ofday. 

JTw.Happic indced,as we hauc fpent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes ofeharitie .* 

Made peace of enmitie,faire loue of hate, 

B etweenc thefe fwelling wrong inccnfed Peeres, 

Glo.h blciled labour mod foueraigne liege, 

Amcngft this princely heapc,if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmifc : 






of Richard the Third, 

Hold me a foe,if I vnwittingly or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 



i. 




By any in thisprefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death tometo beatenmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue, 

Firft Madame, I intreate peace ofyou, 

Which! purchafc with my dutiousferujee. 

Of you my noblccoufcn Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd betwdenc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou, 

That all without defer t haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed ©f all.* 

I do net know that Englilhnun aliue, 

With whome my fouleisany iotteat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night i 
1 thanke my God for my humtlitic, 

On, A holy day fliall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded^ 

My foueraigne liege I -do bcfecchyouMaicftic 
T o take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

glo. Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this. 

To be thusfcornde in this roy all prefence ? 

Who knowes notthat thenoble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniurie to feornc his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes nothe is dead ? who knowes he is? 
SI*. -^Ufeeing heauen,what a world is this ? 
j?»f.Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft i 
Bor I my good Lord, and no onein this prefcnce, 
But his red-colour hath forfooke his eheekes, 

Kin . Is Clarence dead ? theorder was reuerft, 

Glo. But hefpoore foule)by your firft order dide 3 
And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 

Sometardie criple bore thecountermaund. 

That came too laggeto feehim buried : 

God graunt that fomelclle noble,and Idle loyally 
Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfethen wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpition.. Enter 
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Dor, A boone (nay foueraigne) for my fcrufcc done, 
Ktn, I pray thee peace, my loule is full of forow. 

Dar, twill not rife vnlertcyour highnelfc graunt, 

Ktn. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaundeftj 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Km, Haue 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death. 
And lliall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, ' 

And yet hispunifhmen was cruel! death* 

Who fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brother-hood J who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poorefonle did forfakc 
The mightie warwicke,and did fight for me? 

Who told me in the field by Tewxburie, 

When Oxford hadmedowne,herefcued me, 

^ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when we both lay in thefield, 

Frozen almoft to dcath,how hedid lappeme, 

Euen in his ownc armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night / 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluekt,and not a man of you 
Had fo nJuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvartailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image ofourdcarcRedeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardou,pardtfb, 

And I vniuflly too,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother, not a man would fpeake, 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vn to my felfe. 

For him, peorefoule.* Theproudeftofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life .* 

Oh God, l fiearc thy iuftice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and your for this* (Mxn- 

Come HaflingSjhelpe me to tny clofet, oh poore Clarence 

(jib 
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of Richard the Third, 

■C/o.This isthe fruit of rawndfe .• nurkt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred orjhe Queen c, 

Looks pale when they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they didvrge it ftill vntothe King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Ed ward with our company. Exeunt, 

Enter ‘Dutches of Y trke ivttb (plannee Children, 
Zhyr.Tcli megood Granam.is our father dead / 

Dut. No boy. ‘ (breaft ? 

'Boj.Why do yoii wringyour hands and beateyour 
And crie. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne f 
Cirle, Why do you lookeon vs and fhake your head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawaios, E 

Ifthatournoblefather bealiue? fe 

Dut. My .prittic Cofcns,y ou miftake me much, 

Id© lament the fickncite of the Krrigi •* 

a^fslothto loofc him, now your fathers dead.* 

It were lolllabour to weepe for one that s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

T he Ki ng my Vncfei stoo blamefor this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effedf. 

Dut, Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fliaUaw innocents* 

You cannot gelfe whocaufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam, we can .* for my good Vncle Glocefter 
J. old me,thc King prouoked by theQueene, 

Deuis d impeachments to imprifon him .* 

And when he told me fb he wept* 

And bugd me in his arme,and kindly kift mycheekes, 

Andbadmereheonfa'masonmyfather, ^ 

Aiid he would loue me dearely as his childc. 

Dut Oh that deceit ihould ftealefuch gentle IWs 
And wltha vertuous vizard h ide foule guSe" P ’ 

Heis my fonne.yea and therein my fhamc : • 

/ r ° ! ?? , ', d “ 8sh ' drew "o'thWecti,? 

y ° U my Vnde “ d-IftmblcGr.njmj 

^.Icannot thinke it.harke.whac noifeis till, J 
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TheTragcdi# 

Enter the gueette* 

j^Who fhall hinder roc to wailc and wccpc, 
Tochidemy fortune, and torment roy felfc .? 
lie ioyne with blackc defpaire againft my lelfc, 

A pd to my fclfe become an cnemie. 

Z)«r.What meanea this feeanc of rude impatience i 
jg>#.To make an ad of tragicke v iolence, 

Edward, my Lord, y our fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, n<5w the rootc is withred i 
Why wither not theleauesjthefap being gone i 
Ifyouwillliue, lament: if die,bebriefe ; 

That ourfwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubieds, follow him 
To his new kingdomc of perpetuallreft. 

D«f.Ah, (pmuch intereft haue 1 in thy forroy, • 

As I had title in thy noble husband: 

I haue bevvept a worthy husbands death, t :1 r 

Anu liu d by looking on his images. j ' • 

But now two mirrors ofhis princely fcmblance, 
jtre crakt in peeces by malignant death,;,! V '{in f ' 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glaffe, 

Which greeues me when I fee my flume in him, 

Thou arta widow, yet thou art .a. mother* 

And haft the comfort of thy children lefcthee: 

But death hath fnatcht my.children fsoriwmine arme»r" 
And piu kt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Edward and C2ar?»ce>0 what caufe haue I 
Then, being but mptitie of my felfe# 

To oaergo thy plaints and drowne the cries i 
Bcy.Gopd> Aunt, you weept not for our fathers death, | 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

(jerl.Ont fatherlelTe di ftreile was left vnmoand. 

Your widow es dolours likewifebe vnwept. 

^w.Giue me no helpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce theircurrents to mine eyes, 

That I being gouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world; 

Oh for my husband, for my hdreLo. Edward, 




of Richard theThird. 

Jmho, Oh for, our father, for ourdeare Lo. pareneel 
D»t. Alas for both, both min cEdward and Clarence. ' ' 
^g^What flay had I but Edward&ni. is he gone ? : 
Ambo.VJhzt flay had we but Clarence , and is he gone ? 
c Pnt. What flay had I but they,and they are gone l' 

Jga, Was ncuer w idow, had fo deafe a Ioffe, f • 
Ambo.Wis cuerOrhpaneslrad adcarer loflc? 

Dwr.Was euer mother had a dearer loflW 
Alas, I am the mother of thefc moanes, 

Their woes are parccld, mine are general! ; - 

She for Edward wecpes,and fo do li 
I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not flic 
Thefc babes for Clarence wecpe,andfo da I; 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me thrce-fould diftreft. 

Powre all your teares,! am your forrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter giofier,with 
(7/o.Madamc haue cbmfort,all of vs haue caufe others . 

To waile the dimming of our Aiming ftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother.I doc cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Grace,humbly on on my knee 
I craue you bleffing, 7 

_ Z>«f,God blcffc thee, and put meskeneffe in thy minde* 
Laae, chantie, ooedience, and: true duty. ' 
G/a.Amen.makcaicdie a good old man. 

Thats the butt etidofmy mothers bleffing.- 

1 maruefl why her grace did leaue it ou t i 
_5«^.You cloudy Princes, and heartforrowme Pecre 
That bcare rhi s mutual! heaute load of moane, 8 

No»- ehearc each other.in each others loue , 
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But lately fp]inted,knit,anHioynd together, 
Muft greatly be pref«ru'd,cheriflir,aiid kept 
Me feemeth good that with fomefittlo traine 

- t0 hondon,to be crownd our King. 







The Tragedie 

GU , T hen be it fo .* and goe we to determine 
Who they Ih4l.be that (hraight fhal poft to Ludlow^ 
Madarne t andypu my mother, will you go. 

To giue yodr cenfures in thi s waightic bufinelTe. 

e^wf.With all out heart.'. Exeunt, nuwet Glo.Bue 

Busk. My Lord, who euer iOurneyes to the Prince, 

For Gods lake let not vs two be behind : 

For by the way Ilefortgccafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately talkt off, 

To part the Queenesproud kindred from the King* 
G/o.My other felfc,my counfels confiftorie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my dcare Cofen : 

I like a child will goe by thy diredlion t 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will not (lay behindc* Exit, 
Enter two Cittiz-cas, 

5 . cit. Neighbour well, met.whitheraway fo faft ? 

a. Gird promife you,! fcarccly know my felfc. 

i .Heare you the newer abroad? 

i.I.that the King is dead. 

i. Bad newes birkdy.feldomecotnes the better, 

J feare, I feare, twillprooue a troublcfome world. Enter m, 
3 .Cir.Good morrow neighbours. therCit . 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death i 
i.ltdotkj Jfhen maifterslooketofee a troublous world, 
*.No,no,by Gods graec hisfonne fbalkaigne. 

3 , Woe to that Ian d thats gouernd by a childe. 
a .In him there isa hope of government, , i 

That in his nonage, cpumfeU v ndcr him, : 

And ii>his full and ripened y eares,himfelfc, 

No doubt (hall then^and till then gouerne well. 

i. So flood the ftate when Harry the fixt 
Wascrownd at P,aris,but atnine moncths old. * 

3 .Stood the ftatef©. ? no good my friend not-io,. 

For then this land was famou fly enricht 
With politike graue counfell : then the King 
• i Had vertuous V ncles t© proteft his Grace. 

a. So hath this ,both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all ; 
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For emulation now, who fhall be neareft. 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not ; 

Oh full of danger is theDuke ofGlocefter, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautie and proude. 

And were they to be rulde,and not rule. 

This lickly land might folace as before. 

3 Come,come,we teare the wor ft, 41 fhall be well. 

' .When clouds appeare, wife men put on their cloak cs. 
When great leaties fall, the winter is at hand : 

When cheiun fetsjwbo doth not looke for night J 
Vnttmely ftormes makemenexped a dearth; 

*^11 men be well : but if God lort it fo, 

Tis more then we defer.ue,or 1 expeft. 

1. Truly the foules of men are full of dread ; 
Yccannot4maft rcalbn with a man 
Thatlookes not hcauily and full of feare. 

3 .Before the times of change, ftill is it fo ; 

By' a deuine inftind mens mindes miftrnft 
Enfuing dangers.as by proofe we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boy ftous ftorme : 

But leaue it all to God .• whither away ? 

2 . We are fent f or to the Iuflic.c. 

3 . And fo was. I, Uc heare you company. Exenrt'* 

Enter Cat dtnall,D utehes ofiYerke } J$ft.yong Yorke, 

Car. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniftratford will they be to night. 

Tomorrow or next day they will beheere. 

< Z)«f. I long with all my heart ro fee the Prince, 

1 hope lie is much growne fince laft 1 faw hina. v 
^».But I heare no, they fay myfoonne of York® 

Hath ouertanc-himinhisgiowth. 

Yor, I mother,but 1 would not haueitfo. 

Lut. Why, my vong C oufin it is good to grow, 
3V.Granam,one niglit as wc did lie at fupper, 

My V ncle Ri uers talkt how 1 did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my VncleGlo. 

Small hcarbshaue grace,grcat weeds grpwapace : 

And fince me thinkes I w ould not grow fo faft. 

Became fweetc flowers are flow, and weedes makehaft. 

Ii 3 T)ut' r 




D fit, Good faith, good faith : the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obie A the fame to thee ; 

He was the wretchedft thing when he wasyong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, 

Th at if this were a rulc.he fiiould be gracious* 

Can Why Madame, fo no doubt he is, 

Dwf.Ihope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 

TVr.Now by my troth it I had been remcinbred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine, 

That fhould haue neerer touche his growth then he did 
D ht. How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me h care it. 
7br.Marry they fay, that my Vnclc grewfo faw, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houresold .• 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get atooth. 

Granam,this would haue beenc a pritcie ieft, 

T)nt. I pray thee prettie Yorke, whutold thee fo? 
2V,Granam, his_Nurfe. V: 

Z)#r.Why, flit was dead erethou wert borne. 
Tcr.lftwerenot flic, I cannot tell who told me. 
flu. A perillous Boy go too you are too flircwd, 
CVrr.Good Madame be not angry with thechild, 
.^.Pitchers haue cares. Enter Dor fit. 

Car . Here comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques.? 

Dor.Such newes,my Lord, as grieucs me to vnfold. 
ffu. How fares the Prince ? 

Z)o>%Well,Madame,and in health. 

But, What is the newes then ? 

Bor.Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray,arefent toPomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them i 

Z>«\Thc mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 

Car.Tot what offence ? 

D^.The (umme of all I can, I haue difclofed : 

Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

fin. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfe. 

The Tygcr now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde : 

Infulting tyrannie brgins to ict 



of Richard the Third, 

Vpon the innocentand lawlclfe thipane : 

Welcome deftruAion.deathandmalfacre. 

1 fee as in a Mappe the end.of all. 

D^.Accurfed ana vnejuiet wranglingdai€S$ 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get theexowne. 

And often vp and downemy fonnes were toff. 

For me to ioy and weepc their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon thernfelues,blood againft blood, 

Selfe againft felfe.O prepofterous 
And frankticc outrage, end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to lookcon death no more. 
^*.Come,come,my boy,we will to i’anduaric. 

Dut.l le goe along with you. 
fht.X ou haue no caufe. 

Car. My gracious Lady ,go. 

And thither bare your treafurc and your goods. 

For my part,lle refjgne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kecpe,and fo betid to me, 

As well I tender you,and all of yours : 

Come ile condudyou to the Sanduarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince .the Duke of 

(jlof errand Buckingham , Cardinal!) &c, (b er. 

Welcome fwccr ePrinceto London toyourcham- 
G/o.Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne: 

The weary way hath made you melaneholic. 

Prin.No Vnclc, but our crolfes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wcarifom,and heauie : 

I want more Vncles hereto welcome me. 

CVtf.SwectcPrince, the vntainted venue of your yeares, 
Haue not yet dined into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguifh of a man. 

Then ofhis outward fhew.which Godhcknowes, 
vSeldoroe or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Tbcfe Vncles which you want, were dangerous. 

Your grace attended to their fogred words. 

But look t not on the poyfon of their hearts: 



God 



The Tragedie. 

God kecpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends. 
Prin.G od kecpe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
G/o.My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greeteyou! 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.God bleifeyour Grace.with health and happic daies. 

/Vmlthanke you good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long eiethis haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a Hug is Haftings that he comes not 
T o tell vs whether they will come or no. Inter L.Haft. 
Buck. And in good time here comes the fweating Lord. 
Erin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? 
H«Jl. On what occalion God he knowes,not I: 

The Queen e your mother,and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sandtuarie; The tender Prince 
Would fainecomewith meto meete your Grace. 

Butby his mother was perforce wirh-held. 

But . Fie, what an indired: and petuifli courlc 
Is this ofhers? Lord Cardinall.willyour Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his Princely brother prcfently ? 

Iflhc denie,Lord Haftings go with them. 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakcoratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Y orke, 

.Anon expert him heere : but if Hie be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God forbid 
Wefhould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of bleired San&uaric ; not for all this land. 

Would 1 be guiltie offo great aGnne. 

Buck . You ace toofenceleifeobflinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonious and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greacnelfe of this age. 

You breake not Sanduane in feazing him.* 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 
To thofc whofa dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prineehath neither claimed it, nor deferued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 

Then 
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Then take him from thcncethat is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there s 
Oft haue I heard of Saduarie men, 

But Sanduarie children neuer till now. 

Car My Lord, you (ball ouer-rulemy mind for once* 

Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with me ? 

Haft. I goe my Lord. Exit. Car 4 & Hajv, 

Pri.G ood Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vnclc Glocejfer } if out brother come, 

Where Hull we foiourne till our Coronation i 
Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felfe .*■ > 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnefte Ihallrepofeyou at the Tower.* 

Then where you pleafe and lhall bethought raoft fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Pri, I doe not like the Tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Ca/er build that place my Lord ? 

"Buck: He did,my gratious Lo. begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages hauereedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon recorder elfe reported 
Sueeffiuclyfrom age to age he bnilt it ! 

BuckftV pon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regift red, 

Me thinkes the truth (hould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all pofterit ie, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 

Qlo.So wife,fo yong,they fay do neuer liue long. 

What fay you V ncle ! 

r ru^° fa y> wif ho ut Caraders fame liues long .* 

That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

% /^* That /»/<#/ Cafar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did in rich his wit. 

His wit fet downc to make his valour liue: 
eath makes noconqueftofhisconquerour. 

For now he liues in fame,though not in life .* 

C v Coufen Buckingham. 

Buck . What my gracious Lord ? 

And if I liue vn till I be a man. 
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lie winne our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as I liu'd a King, 
gio. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter yong Tor kg. Hafiings, Cardin all. 

2?#c,Now in good time, here comes the Duke ofTw^, 
Prin t Richardot Torkgj how fares our noble brother.* 

Tor. Well my deare Lord ; fo muft 1 call you now. 

Tm. I brother to our griefe,as it isyouw .* 

T oo late he dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo. How fares ourcoufen noble Lo.of T«r £<? } 

Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that I die weeds are faft in growth .* 

ThePrincemy brother hath ouegrownemefarre. 

Glo.He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

glo . Oh my faire couf«n,I muft not fay fo. 

jfar.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you Vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger li tie coufen,with all my heart. 

Prin .A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind Vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy .which is no gifttogiue, 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofen. 

Tor. A greater gift ? O thats the fword too it. 
glo . I gentle cofen,were it light enough. 

Tor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gifts, 

3n weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo, It is too weightie for you grace to wcare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier, 

Glo. What, would you haue my weapon little Lord l 
Tor.l would that I might thanke you as you call me. 

Glo , Wow ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin.My Lo : of Tor kg will ftill be erode in talke; 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor. You mean e to beare me,notto beare with mes 
V nclcjiny brother raoekes both you and me, ^ 
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Becaufe that I anilide likean Jpc, 

He thinkes that you fiiould beare me on your moulders 
Bttc. With whata (harpeprouided wit he realons* 

To mittigatc the fcornehc giue his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and lo youngis wonderfull. 

glo . My Lo: wiltpleafeyou paflealong l 
My fclfc and my goodcoufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord f 
Prin. My Lord Protett»r will haue it fo. 

Tor.l (hall not fleepei n quiet at the Tower. 
G7o.Why,what lliould you fcare f 
Tor.Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My G ranam told me he was murdred there. 

‘Prin. I fearc no vnclcs dead. 

G/o.Nor none that liuc, 1 hope. 

Pm. And if they liue, I hope I need not feare. Q 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 
Exemt.Prin.Tor.Ha(l.‘Dor{manet.BiJh,Buc. 

Jtec.Thinke you my Lo ; thislitieprating Yorke, 
Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcorne you thus opprobriou fly? 

Glo. No doubt.no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
BoId,quicke,ingcnious/orward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc .Well let them reft : come hither Catesby , 

Thou art Iworne as deepely to effedt what we intend, 
clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way ; 

What thinkeft thou,is itnotan eaftc matter 
To make wifliam L. Plafiings ©four ruinde, 

-For the mftalment of thisnoble Duke, 

In the fcate toy all of this famous Ile l 
Catef. He for his fathers fake fo leues thePrince, 

X 1 ‘S 11 l ) ot *> e to ought againft him. 

5:.r,What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, whamill 
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Cat, He will doe all in all-as, HaBingsdoth. 
2far.W«lt;tlaen ne more but this : 

Go gentle fitfesiyidnd asit were afarre off, ’ i 

Sound Lord Haftmgs how he Bands affe&ed 
Vnto our purpofcjlt he be Willing, 

Encourage him, and (hew him all our reafons 
If he beleadcn,Icie-,cold 3 vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too.- and to breake off ybur talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

Tor wc to motrow hold aeuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe lhalt highly be employed. 

G’A'.Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesby 
His ancient knot ofdangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caffle, 

And bid my friends for ioy of this gohd newes, 

Giue gentle MiBris Shore gentle kitTe the more. 

B uc k^Good Catesby effeft this bufinelTefoundly. 
fat, My good Lords both : with all the beede 1 may. 
GfovShall we heare from you Catesby crewe fleepe l 
Cat. Y ou ihall my Lord. Exit Catesby, 

Glo. At Crosby placc,there fhall you finde vs both, 

Buck ^ Now my Lord, what fhall we do,ifweperceiue 
William Lord Haflmgs will not yeeld to our complots 
Glo. Chop off his head man,fome what we will do, 

And looke when I am King, elaime thou ofmc 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables. 
Whereof the King my bi'otbef flood pofTcft, 

A«c^.Ile elaime that promifeatyourGraces hands. 
glo. And looke to haue it ycclded with w illingnelTc* 
Comelct vsffup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeff our complots in fome forme. 

Enter a meffenger to Lord Haftings, 

Adejf. What ho my Lord. 

7£»/.Who knocks at the coore ? 

Me(f. A mefrenger from the Lord 
Haft. Whats aclocke ! 

MefiVfon the Broke of fourc. 

Haft. Cannot thy maiBer fleepe the tedious _ 

A-fefiSo it fliould feeme by that 1 haue to fay ; 



of Richard the Third. 

! Tirfthe cbmnicnds him to your noble Lordfhip. 

Haft, And thm.UMef.ts4n d then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night, the Boarc had caB his helmc : 

Befides he fayes, there are two counfels held. 

And that maybe determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he fendsto know your Lordfhips pleafurc 
If prelently you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpeedc port into the North, 

Tofhunthe danger that his foulediuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord ; 

Bid him not fearethe feparated councels : 

His Honourand my felfe are attheone. 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby : 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof 1 fhall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are Oiallow.wantinginftancie, 

And for his dreames, I wonder he is fo fond. 

To trufl themockerieofvnquietflurribers. 

To flyetheBoare before the Boarepurfuc vs, 

Were to incencethe Boare to follow vs, 
ts4nd make purfuite where he did mcanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maifler rife and come tome, 

And we will both rogetherto the Tower, 

Where he fliall fee the Boare will vfc v s kindly, 

Mef.My gracious Lordjle tell him whatyou fay. Exit. 

Enter fatesby to L.Hitftmgs. 

.fat.Many good morrowes.to my noble Lord. 

Haft.G ood morrow Catesby : you are early Birring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering Bate? 

Car.ltis a reeling world indeede my Lord, 

! And I belceue twill neuer Band vpright 

Till Richad weare the Garland of the Realme. 

|j Haft, Who ! weare the Garland fdoefl thou meanc the 

Ci’j liny good Lord. (Crowned 

' bdaft . lie haue this crowne of mine, cut from my flioul- 
Hre I wiil fee the Crowne fo foule mifplaBe : (ders, 

But canB thou gelfe that he doth ayme at it ? 

Cat,V pon my life my L. and hopes to 6 ndeyou forward 
E 5 Vpon 



Vpon his party for the gaine thereof 
Andthcrevpon he fends you this good newes 
That this lame very day.your enemies, 

The kindred of theQuecne,muft die at Pomjret . 

H*Jl. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes, 

Because they hauebceneftiilmineenemies: 

But that lie giue my voyce on "Richards fide, 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowcsl will not do it to the death. 

fat. God keepeyour Lordlhip in that gracious mindc. 
Haft . But 1 (hall laugh at this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I liuetolookc vpon their tragedie : 

1 tell the Catesby. fat. What my Lord i 
Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder. 

He fend Come packing, thatyetthipke not on it. 

Cat, Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,andlookc not for it. 

Haft . O monftrous,rnonftrous,and fo fals it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray t and fo twill doo 
With fomc men clse,who thinkc themfelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham . 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft, 1 know they do, and I haucweli deferued it. 

Enter Lord. Stanley. 

Whatmy L. where is your Boare-fpearc man ? 

Fearcyou theBoare, and goeyoufovnprouided? 

Stan.My L. good morrow .• good morrow Catesby : 

You may left on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefefeuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. My L. 1 hold my life as deafe as you do yours, 
And neuer in my life I do proteft. 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkc you, but that I know our ftatc fecure, 

Twould befo tryumphantas lam? 

jWThe Lords of Tomfret when they rode from London 

Were iocund,andfuppofde their ftates was fure, ^ 
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And indeed had no caisfc to miftroft .• 

Butyet youfeehowfoonethe day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubt, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 prouea ncedlelle coward, 

But come my L.fhall we to the Tower ? 

Haft,! go but ftay,heareyou not the newes ? 

This day thofe men yob talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats : 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit, L.Standley , & Cat. 

Haft Go you before, lie follow prefently. 

Enter Hafttngs aPurftuant, 

Haft. Well met Hafttngs, how goes the world with thee ? 

T»r, The better that it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask. 

Haft. 1 tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete s 
Then was I going prifoner to the T ower. 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies : 

But now I tell thee (keepeit to thy feife) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ft ate then euer I was. 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramcrcy Hafttngs, hold fpend thou that. 

He gtues him his fur fe. 

Pw.Godfaue your Lordfhip. Sxit.Tur , Enter aPrieft. 

Haft, Whatlir Iohn,you are well met : 

I am bcholdingto you for your laft day es exercife .* 
Comethc next 6'abboth,and I will content you. Hershifpers 
Enter ‘Buckingham, ( in his ear e, 

Buc. How now Lord Chamberlaine,whattalkingwith a 
Y< ur friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prieft? 
Yotir Honour hath n'o fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith, and when! met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minder 
What,go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc, I do, but long i ft, all not ftay, 

Khali returne before your Lordlhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Rise. And fupper too, although thou knovvh it not : 
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Comc,fiiall we goc along ? 

Enter Sir Rtchad Rat /tjfe, with the Lord Ritter s. 

Gray, and ZJaughan, grifoncrs. 

Rat, Gome bring forth the priloners. 

Rsu.Sir Richard ‘Ratltfe, let me tell thee this: 

T o day (halt thou behold a fubied die, 

For truthjfor duty, and for loyaltie. 

(jraj.G od keepe the Prince from all the packc of you: 

<tA knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu.Q PomfntyPomfret.O thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Pcercs .• 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walks 
“Richard the lccondhere was hackt to death : 

And for more llaunder to thy difmall foulc. 

We giue thee vp our guiltleife blouds to drinke. 

GVrfy.Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For (landing by, when Richard (labd her fonne. 

Rift. Then curd (he Haftings , then curd !h e Buckingham, 
Then curd (lie Richard, O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
e^fnd for my lider and her princely fonne .• 

Befatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knowed vuiudly mud be (pilt. 

Rat.Gomc, come, dilpatch, the limit of your liucs is out. 
A*».Come Gray , come Z/augham,let vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt, 
Enter the Lords to comfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once,the caufewhy we are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this rayall day i 
Buc . Are all things fitting forthat royall time?* 

Bar. It is,and let but nomination. 

’Bifh. To morrow then, J guelle ahappie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord ProteUors minde herein I 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke > (his mind, i 
i?f*Why you my L : me thinks you (houldfooned know 
2?#f.Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I ofyours: nor 1 no more of his, then you of mine, . 
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Lord Hafthgt, you and he areneare inloue. 

Haft, l thanke his grace, I know he loucs me well ; 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
Ihaue not founded him,nor he deliuered 
His graces pkafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe Ik giue my voyce, 

Which I prefume he will take in good part* 

Bift. Now in good time hecre comes the Duke himfelfc. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo.My noble L. and coulens all good morrow, 

Ihaue bene longa (leepe,but now 1 hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefencs might haue bene concluded. 

Buc , Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haftingt had now pronound you part: 

I meane your v oyce for crowning of the King, 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings.no man might be bolder. 

His Lordfiiip knowes me well,and loucs me well. 

Haft. I thankeyour grace* 

Glo.My Lord of Elie. 

Bifh . My Lord. 

G/o.When I was lad in Holborne, 

I faw good drawberries in your garden there, 

I do befeech you fend for fomeofthem. 

Bifh. Igoe my Lord. 

GYtf.Coufen Buckingham, a. word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftmgs in our bulineife, 

And findes the tedy gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofe his head eregiue confent. 

His maideisfonneas wotfliipfullhetermcsit. 

Shall loofe the royalticof Englands throane. 

Withdraw you hence my L. He followyou. Ex. Glo, 

Bar. We haue not yet fet do wne this day oPtriumph. 

I o morrow in mi ne opinion is too foone ,• 

For I my felfeam not fo well prouided. 

As elfel would be, were the day prolonged* 

XX, vui Euterth ^°pofElie. • (berries* 

■ , Where is my L.PreteftorfL haue (ent for thefe draw-i 

G Haft. 



iif Min' 






f hi 



TbcTragedie 




Baft, His grace lookcs chccrefully andfmooth todav 
Thcrcs fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

I tbinke there is neucr a man in Chriftendome, 

That can lelfcr hide his loue or hate then he.- 
For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar, What ofhis heart perceiucyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he fliewed to day ? 

Baft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he vs ere, he would haue ihewnc it in his face. 

Dar*\ pray God he bcnot*I fay* 

Surer (ft loft er. 

GloA pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpiremy death with diucllifii plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their helliih charmes i 

Baft . The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me moil forwardin thisnobleprefcnce. 

To doorae the offenders vvhatfoeuerthcy be.: 

Ifay my Lord they haue delerued death. 

^Vo.Then beyour eyes the witndTe of this ill. 

Sec how I am bewitcht, behold mincarmc 
Is like a blailcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous. witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet^w, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft* If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

670.1 f thou ProteSiorvS this damned ilrumpct, 

Telil thoumcof iffs?thou arta traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done : 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt , mm 

Baft* Wo,wo, for England,not a whit for me# Ca,rritb H4 
For I too fond might haue preuented this 
Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did /cornc to flic. 

Three times today my footecloth horfedid Humble, 
4nd ftartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 
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As loth to bcare mc to the flaughter-houle. 

Oh, now Iwantthe Pricftthatfpakctome, 

1 now repent I told the Purftuant,. 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Eomjret bloodily were butcherd, 

And I my felfcfecure in grace and fauour .- 
Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heaniecurfe 
Islightencd on poore Baftingsv/ fetched head; 

^r.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would beat dinner: 
Make alhort llirifc, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftate of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of heauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour fairclookcs, 

Liues like a drunken Sayleron arnaft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come lcade meto the blocke, beare him my head. 

They fmile at me, that Ihortly fliall be dead. Exeunt* 

Enter Ttuke cfGloftcr and Buckingham in armour* 
6/f.Cofne coufen,canftthou cjuake Sc change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop agatne, 

As ifthou were deftraught and mad with terror. 

i^c.Tut fearenotme. 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookebacke,and prieon euery fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my ferutce like inforcsed fmilcs. 

And both are readie in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems. Entet Motor. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Bac.Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
6/o.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Sw.Thereafon we hauefent for you. 

Glo.ftatesby ouerlookc the walles. 

^w.Harke, I hearca drumme. . 

G7o.Looke backe.defend thce.hcreare enemies*. 

Buc God and our innocencie defend Vs* 

Glo.0, 0,bc quiet, it is Cottskj. 

G a 
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Enter Catc&bj/mtb Hafiings bead. 
CW.Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpeded Haft ings. 

G/e. So deare I loud the man, that I mull weepe .• 

I tooke him forthe plained harmeleire man, 
Thatbreathedvpon this earth a Chriftian ; 
tooke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my-hooke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her feeret thoughts .* 

So frnooth he daub’d his vice with flievv of vertue, 
That his apparent open guilt omitted i 
I meane his co'nuerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from attainder offufpeft. A 

Buckj Well, Well, he was thecouertft fheltred traitor 
That euer liu’d,wonld you haue imagined, 

Oralraoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe. 

To murder me,and my good Lord of Glocefter ♦ 
A^gror.Wbatjhad hefo i 
Glo , What thinke ye we are T urkes or Infidels, 

Or that we would againft thecourfe ofLaw, 

Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death. 

But that theextreame pcrill of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and our perfonsfafetic 
Inforft vs to this execution ? 

Ma . Now faire befall you, he deferued his death? 
y?nd you my good L, both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traitors from the likeattempts r 
I neuer looktfor better at hishands, 

After he once fell in with MiftrefTc Shore, 

(//o. Yet liad notwe determined he Ihould die, 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing haft ofthefeour friends 
Somewhat againft ©ur meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufe my Zord,we wouldhaue bad you heard 
The traitor fpeake,and timer do fly confeife 
The manner, and the purpofe df his treafon, 

That you might well hauefignified the fame. 
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Vnto the Cittiz^ns, who happily may 
Mifconftrue vs in him,and wailehis dea<\.* 

Ma. My good L. your graces wordfhallferue. 

As weil as 1 had feene or heard him fpeake .• 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both , 

But lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this eale, 

Glo. And to that end we wifhyonr Zordlhip here. 

To auoid the carping ccnfures of the world, 
.gw.Butfenceyou came too late of our intents, 

Yetwitnel3fewhatwedidintend,andfomyZordadue. 

G/tf. After, after, Coufen Buckingham. Exit Mato; 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poit. 

There at your meeteft aduantageofthe time, 

Inferre the baftardy oi Edwards chMttn : 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make hisfonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfe, 
Which by the figne thereofwas tearmed fo. 
Moreouer.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beaftiall appetite in change ofluft, 

Which ftretchedto their feruants,daughters,wiues,. 
Euen where hisluftfull eye,orfauagc heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey ; 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfon,, 

T ell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that vnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in, France, 

And by iuft computation of the time, 

Foundjthat the itlue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father t 
But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufe you knew my Zord,me brother liues, 

2?«<\Feare not, my Zord,Ile play the O » 

As if the golden fee for which Ipleade, 

Wereformyfelfe. 

G/ci.If you ftiriue well, bring them to Bay nards Ca ftle. 
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With rcucrend fathers and well learned Bifhops.' 

Bhc. About threeor fourc a clocke looke to heare 
What ncwes Gudd-hall affordeth, and fo my Lord farwell, 
C/?.Now will I in to takefbme priuieorder ( Ex. Bhc, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence outoffight, 

And togiue noticethatno manner of perlon 
At any time hauc recourfc vnto the Princes. Exit, 

Enter A Scriucnerwith a paper in hie hand. 

This is the Indictment ofche good Lord HaJHngs, 

Which in afethand faircly isingrolFd, 

That it may be this day read oucr in Pauls : 

And markehow well the fequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houres I fpent to write it oucr. 

For yefternight by Catcsby was it brought me, 
Thcprefident was full aslong a dooing, 

And yet within thefe fiue houres liued Lord Hajhngs 
VntaintcdjVnexamined.- free,at libcrtic ; 

Here’s a good world the while. Why who's fo grotlc 
That fees not this palpable deuicef 
Yet who fo blind butfayes he fees it not l 
Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

When fuch bad dealing mult be feenc in thought. Exit, 
Enter Glocefter at me doore } Buckingham at another. 

(jlo , How now my Lord what fay the Citizens l 
^wc.Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizenes are mumme,anolfpeakenotaword. 

G/o. Touch t you the baftardy of Edwards Children i 
Buc. 1 did with the infatiategrcedinefleofhis defires, 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy. 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withall 1 did inferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea of your fathet. 

Both in one forme and noblenelfc ofminde : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland: 

Your Difciplinc in warre, wifedomc in peace i 
Yourbountie,vertue,fairehumilitic.* 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch't,or flcightly handled in difeourfee . 

A nd when my Oratorie grew to end. 
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1 baa them that loucs their Countries good, 

Cry, God faue Richard, Hnglands royal! King. 

Glo.tA, and did they fo i 
Bhc, No fo God helpe me, 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlelle Hones, 

Gazdeeace on other and look t deadly pale ; 

Which when 1 faw, I reprehended them : / 

And askt the Mayor what meanes this yvilfullfilcncc l 
His antwere was,the people werenot wont 
To bcfpoketoojbtit by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgdeto tell my talc againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd 
But nothingfpeake in warrantfrom himfclfc •• 

When he had done,fome followers of mine ownc 
At the lower end of the hall,hurledvp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cry cd, God faue KingRichad: 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth 1,. 

This gcnerall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 
e^nd fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. What tonguelcftc block s were they, would they not 
Bhc , No by my troth my Lord.. ( fpeakc 

£4>.Will not the Mayor rhen, and his bretheren come i 
3?»*.TheMayor is heerc ; and intendfomes fcare, 

Be not fpoken withall, but with migbtiefutc : 

Andlookcyou get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

. For on that ground lie build a holy dcfcant s 
Be not eafiewonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it. 

C/lo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleadc as well for them, 
-dslcanfay nay to theeformyfelfe, > 

No doubt week bring it toa happieilfue. 

Buc.Y ou ihallfceivhatl cando,getyouvp to theleads. Ex. 
Now my Lord Mayor, 1 danceattcndance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant : how now Cates by, vih&t fayes he l 
Cat, My Lord he doth entreate your Grace 
ToviHchim to morrow, or nextday : 



He 
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He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely beut to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy cxcrcife. 

Z?«s.Returnc good Catesby to thy Lord againc. 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe delignes and matters ©f great moment. 

No lellcimportingthem then our generall good; 

Are come to haue (ome conference with his grace* 

CVet.Ile him what you lay my Lord. Exit . 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Sd&ardi 
He is not lulling on a leawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallyingwithabraccofCurtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines ; 

Not deeping to ingroffehis idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchful! foule. 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 

Butfurel fearewe fhallneuerwinnehim to it* 

Mait&htry God forbid his grace fliould fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesby. 

Bm Jfeare he will,how now Catesby , 

What fayes yourZord ? 

Cat My Lord he wonders to what end you haue affembled 
.Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .• 

My Lord, he feares you meane no good to him* 

Buc.So ry 1 am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufpeft me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By hcauen I come in perfect loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace s Extt.Cat, 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

A re at their beads,tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich , andtrvo Btjboys aloft. 

< JWaior.See where he ftandsbetweene two Glergimen- 
Bttc.T wo props ofvertue for aChriftian Prince : 

To flay him from the fall of vanitie, 
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Famous Plantagenetfi noft gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft: 

^nd pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy demotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologia, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the fcruice ofmy God, 

Negleft the vifitation of my friends .* 

But leauing this, what is your Graes pleafure* 

Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

< 7 / 0,1 do fufpedtjl haue done feme offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance* 

Bue. You hauemyLord .-would it pleafeyour Grace 
\s4t our entreaties to amend that fault. 

G/o.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refignc 
The fupreame Seate, the Throne maiefticall, 

T he Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemiftit ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildenelfe of your fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to your Country es good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears of infamie. 

And almoft fhouldred in this /wallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulncfle and darke obliuion .• 

Which to recouer wc hardly folicite 

Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie thefof. 

Not as ProteftorjSwtcard^ubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine? 

But as fucceftiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, your owncs 

For this conferred with the Citrizens, '» 

\ our worlhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace 
qi°. I know not whither to depart in filence, 

H r\_ 
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Orbiterly to fpcake in your reproofe, 

B eft fitteth my degree or your condition ; 

Your loue deferues my thankes,but my defe* 
Vnmeritable (hunnesyour high requeft. 

Fir ft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euento the Crowne, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth> 

Yet fo much is >ny pouertie of Ipirit, 

So mightie and fomany ray defeats. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnellc, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneftecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much I neede to helpe you if need were. 

The roy all tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feateof maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay,what you would lay on me ; 

The rightand fortune of his happie ftarres. 

Which God defend that 1 Ihotald wring from him# 
Bttc. My Lord,this argues confcicnce in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftances wellconfidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards vtife . ; 

For firft he was contra&ed to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues, a witnelTe to that vow,, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, fitter to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty wvaining and diftreifed widdowe, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft dayes, 

Made prifeand purchafe of his luftfull eye. 

Seduce the pitch and height ofallhis thoughts, 

To bafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this. ynlawfull bed he got. 
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This Edward^homc. our manners terme thcPrince : 

More bitterly could expoftulatc, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue 
] giue a fparinglimit to my tongue: 

Thengoodmy Lord,taketo your roy all felfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie i 
If not to bleffe vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your roy all ftocke. 

From the corru ption of a bufing time, 

Vnto a linealltrue deriuedcourfe. 

Mai. Do good my Lord, your citizens entreatyou. 
Cat. O make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. v4las,why wouldyou heape thofccaresontne, 

I am vnfitfor ftateand dignitie; 

I doe befeech you take it not amiiTe, 
lcannot,nor 1 will not y eeld to you. 

Bttc, If you ref ufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth todcpofetheehildeyour brothers fonne, 

Afu ell we know your tendernelTe of heart, 

-^nd gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And egally indeed to all eftares, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne fliall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in thethronc. 

To the difgrace and dovvnefall ofyour houfe : 

And m this refutation here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizcns,zounds,lleintre*tnomore« 

G/o.O do not faeare my Lord of Buckingham* 
CW.Call them againe,my Zord and accept their fute 
cAho, Do, good my Lord,leaft all theland doerew it. 
C/c.Wou^d you enfqrce.me toa world of care ? 
Welljcall them againe,I am notmade of ftones. 

But penetrable toyour kind intreats, 

^lbeit again ft my confcicnceand my ibule. 

Cofen o f Buckingham, and you lage grauemen. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 
lo beare the burthen whether I will or no, 
mult haue patience to endure the loadc, 
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£u t if blacke fcandall or fo foulc fac’t reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your meere inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it, 
glo. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

2 ?»r,Then 1 faluteyou with this kinglyTitle : 

Long line King itaWd,Englands royall King. 

M <yr.Amen. 

Buc, T o morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d ? 

G/o.Euen when you will,finccyou will haue itlo. 

Buc. T o morrow then we will attend your Grace. 
G70.Comc,let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewellgood Coufen,farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 
Enter Jjheeene mother, Butehejfe of Tor ke, Marques 
Borfet at one doore , ‘Butehejfe of Glocefier 
at another doore . 

But, Who meetes vs heere,my N eece Blantagenet } 

£ht. Sifter well met,whither away fo faft ? 

But. Glo, No farther then the Tower,and as I gueflfc, 
Vpon the like deuotion asyourfelues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

< <£#.Kind fitter thankes.weele enter all together; 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How feares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your leaue, 

I may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged thecontrary. 
j£».The King ? why, who’s that i 
Lieu. I cry you mercie,I meane the Lord Protestor. 
The Lord proted him from that Kingly title/ 

Hath hefet bounds betwixt their loue and me : 

I am their mother, who fhould kcepe me from them ? 

I am theirfather,mother,and will feethem. 

But . Glo. Their Aunt I am in law»in loue their rnoth« : 

. - - ---- Then 
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Then f care not thou.Iiebeare thy blame, 

^nS rakethy office form theeonmyperill. 
il«.l doebefeech your Graces aU to pardon me : 

StanLti me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And lie falute your Grace of Tor he, as mother : 

And reuerent looker on, of two faireQueenes. 

Come Madam, you mufl goe : with me to Weftmmfter, 
There to be crowned Bichar ds roy all Quecne. 

9 u. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fomc fcope co beate, or clfc I found 

With this dead liking newes. 

2)or.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace . 

O Dorfctjfpeake not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and deftrudion dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wiltoucrftrip death, goe croffethe Teas, 

And liue with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 

Lcaft thou increafc the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe. 

Nor mother, wife,nor Englands counted Quecne. 

Stan. Full of wifecare is this your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthe time. 

You fliall haue letters from me to me fonne. 

To meeteyou on the way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardic,by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Tor.Q ill difpeariing winde ofmiferic, 

0 my accurfcd wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan.Coma Madam,! in allhaftewasfentfor. 

Butch. And I in all vnwillingneUe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiueverge 

Of golden mettall that muftroundrnybrowe, 

Werered hotte fteele to leare me to the braine, 
Annoyntedletmebewith deadly poyfon, 
a^fnd die,crc men can fay, God fauethe Quecne. 






J£«. tsrfi s poorc foule,l enuie not thy gloiy, 

To fecde my humor, wilh thy felfe no harme. 

*" Out. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me i followed Henries courfe, 

Whenfcarfe the blood was wellwalht from his hands 
Which illued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead laint, which then I' weeping followed, 
0,vvhen 1 fay,l lookt on Richards face, 

T his was my wilh,be thou quoth 1 accurft. 

For making rne fo yong,fo old a widow. 

^nd when thou wedft,let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 

thou hall made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen info ihorta Ipace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiuc to his hony words, 
e^fiid prou d thefobie<5lsofmy owne foules curfc. 

Which euerfincehath kept mine eyes from Ileepc, 

For ncuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed the golden dew of lleepe, 

Bnthauebene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Befidesjhe hates me for my father Warwick^, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

A las poore foule,l pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No morethen frommy foulel mournc for yours 
^w.Farewelfthou wocfull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule, thou takll thy leaue ofit. 

Dm. T or. Go thou to Richmond, 8c good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Gothou to fan<5tuaric,good thoughts polfelfe thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie old yeares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt|with a weeke of teene. 

The T r umpet! found, Enter Riehard crowned, Bucking- 
ham , Cates by, with other Nobles. 
iTwg.Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 
Giuemethyhand; Here he afeendeth his thme. 

That 
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Thus high by thy aduice ... , 

And thy afliftance is King’Rtchardfc&ted s 
But fliall weewearcthefe honours foraday. 

Or lhall they laft,and we teioyce in them i 
^c.Stillliue they, and for euer may they lalt. 

Ktn Ri.O Buckingham, now 1 doe play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward hues : thinkenow what I would lay. 

Sue. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why BucT&ngbaw, Iky lwovila be King* 

B ae, Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 
X»».Ha:am l King? tisfo, but Edwar dimes. 
Buc.Ttue noble Prince. 

Kin Obitterconfequence, 

That Edward ftill Ihould liue true noble Prince. 
Cofen,thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shalllbeplaine i Iwifh the baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it luddenly performde. 

What faieft thou /fpeakefuddcnly, be briefe. 

^w.Your grace may doyourplcafure, 

X»#g.Tut,tut, thou art all.yce, thy kindneflefreezeth 
Say, haue I tby confent that they Ihalldie ? 

Buc. Giue mefome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeakc herein : 

I will refolue your grace immediatly. 

Crff.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles, 

And vnrefpeifliue boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confiderate eyes : 
ifc^jhigh reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeft. 
Boy. Lord. 

King, K nowft thou not any whomc corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

5cy.Myiord,I know adifeontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Go’d were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing*. 

Kmg. Whatis his name ? 

His name mv Lord, is Terrill. .. ' 
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King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fhall bethencighbourto my counfell. 

Hath he folong held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now.what newes with you 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquerte Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond,in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King . Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

Jf»«fr,Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe.* 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him .• 

Looke how thou dream A : I fay againe,giue out 
That^/nnemy wife is ficke and like to die. 

-r4bout it, for it ftands me much vpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

1 muft bemarried to my brothers daughter, * 

Or elfc my Kingdomellands on brittle glaile, 

Murther her brothers,and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine,but I am in 
So farre in blood,th at fin plucks on fin, 

Teares falling pittiedwels notin this eye, 

EnterTirreU 
Is thy nameTirrel? 

Tir. lames Tirrel^ and your moft obedientfubieft. 

King. Art thou indeed ? 

TVnProue me my gracious foueraigne. 

X»«^.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir. I my Lord,butI had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

2D»(r.Why there thou hafi it,two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete flcepes difturbs, 

Ate they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 

Tirrel,I meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

7 jr.Letme l»ue open meanesto come to them. 






fv* 



tst 




i • *- 

‘s 



of Richard the Third. 

And foone lie rid you from the feare oftbem, 

• King. T hou fingft fweet muficke.Come hither TtrrtU^ . 
Go by thatroken, rife and lend thineeare, Hewhijperstn 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done bis eare . 

And I will loue thee, and preferre thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we hearefrom thee Ttrrell&t we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir, Yea my good Lord. 

Bue, My Lord, I haue confidered in my mind. 

The latedemand thatyou did found me in. 

King. Well let that palfe^Oor/e/ is fled to Richmond. 

Buc , 1 heare that newes my Lord, 

King . Stanly , he is your wiues fonne: Well looke too it. 
Buc. My Lord Iclaime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor andyour faith is pawnd, 
TheEarledomc of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promifed I (hould poflefle. 

Kmg, Stanly looke to your-’wife.if fhe conuey 
Letters toRichmondyou fhall anfwere it. 

Buc. What fayes your Highneflc to my iuft demand l 
King. As I remember Henry th c fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fhould be King, 

VJheu Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord* 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that timc> 
Haue told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Buc. MyLord,your promifefortheEarlcdome. 

King. Richmond , when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtefie (hewed me theCaftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name ! flarted, 
Becaufe a Bard or Ireland told me once 
I (hould not liuelong after I favv Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King. I, whats a clocke ? 

** * am thusbold to put your grace in minde 
'Jr what you promifde me. 

King. Well, but whats a clocke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke often. 
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King. Wellj let it fir ike. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keep ft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

1 am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Buc. Why then rel'olue me whether you will or no i 
K. Tut,tut,thou troubleft me,l am notin the vaine. Exit, 

Buc . Is it euen To i rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepe contempt, made I him King for this? 

O let me thi nk e on Hajhngt, and begone 

To Brecknock^ whilemy fearefull head is on. Exit. 

Enter S ir Francis Ttrrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done. 

The moft arch-ad: of pitteous mall acre. 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Titghton and Forrett whom 1 did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthfull peece of butchery,. 

Although they were fkfht villaines,bloudy dogs, 

Melcing with tendernelTcand companion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics; 

Loe thus quoth Bight on lay thefc tender babes. 

Thus, thus quoth Ferre it girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes. 

Their lips likefoure red Rofes onaftalke, 

When in their fommerbeautie kill: each other, 

A bookc of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Torr^almoftchang'd my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaine ftopt, 

Whilft Dightont hus told on we fmoothered 
The moft replenilhed fweet worke of nature 
That from the prime creation euer hefrainde, 

They could notfpeake.and fo 1 left them both, 

To bring thefety dings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Aa & here he com'<r./411 hade my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind Terrill, and 1 happie in thy newes? 

Tir. Ifto haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefle.be happie them, 
Forit.isdoocmyLord. 

K'»i 



of Richard the Third, 

King. But didtt thou fee them dead ? 

Tirt 1 did my Lord. 

^^!M^rh*bburW.K OT; 

But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

Kin?. Come to me Tirrill loone at after • Cupper, 

And thou fli alt tell the precede of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how 1 may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. ExttTmU. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne otQrtme haue I pent \rp dole, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward fleepe in eyfbrahams bolocne. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight; 

Now for 1 know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catefty, 

Cat. My Lord. . 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeft in fo bluntly? 
fat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

^nd Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more nearc 
Then Buckingham and his rafti leuied army.* 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 
lone, (JMerenne, and Herald for a King. 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my fhield, 

We mutt be briefe,when traitors braue the field. Exeunt, 

Enter Queene Margaret fola. 

So now profperitic begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death? 

Here in thefe confines llilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wayning of mine aduerfaries: 

A dire induction arol witnefie too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
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t^ill proue as bitter, blacke and tragical). 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, \ who comes hccre. 
Enterthe JjhteeHf, and the 'Dutchetfe of Yorke. 

£>h. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes} 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fweets, 

1 f yet your gentlefoulcs flie in the aire, 

And be notflxrin duome perpetuall, 

Houer aboueme with your airie wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation. 

£>h Afar, Houer about her, lay that right for right, 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

£ltt. Wilt thou O God die from fuch gentle lambcs. 
And throw them in the intrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 
g*. Mar. When holy Mary died, and my fweet Jon. 
Dutch. Blind fightjdeau life, poore mortall liuingGhoil, 
Woes feeane, worlds fliame,graues due by life vfurpt. 

Reft their vnreft on England* lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

O that thou would!) as well afford a graue, 

As thoucanft yeeld a raelancholly feat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hcere.r 

0 who hath any caufe to mournc but 1 i 
Dut, So many miferics haue craz’d my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe* 
jE<tarfn!Plantagen€t, why art thou dead/ 

^ Stu.UWar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent*, 

Giue mine the benefit offigniorie, 

A nd let my woes frowne on thevpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietie, 

T ell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: > 

1 had an Edward, all a Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,u\\ aRichardkilA him. 

Thou Richard, till a Richardk ild him, 

But t 1 had a ' Richard too, and thou didft kill him.- 
I had a Rutland too, and thou holpfttofcill him. 
JQu.xJWar. Thou hadft a Clarence tooytSd Richard kild hits- 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept. 
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A hell-hound that doth hunt vs allto death. 

That Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfoule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Thywombe lctloofeto chafe vstoourgraues, 

O vpright, lull, and true difpolmgGod, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnall curre 
Preyesontheilfue of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnelfe with me, I haue wept for thee. 

Qtts Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for reuenge. 

And now lcloie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward l ie is dead,that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong Yorke, he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not thehigh perfeftion ofmy Ioffe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward^ 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate HaJHngs , Ritter s , Yaughan, (jray , 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

£;dWyetliues, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fadlor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes,hels burnes, (Sends roarc,Saints pray. 

To haue him fuddenly conueyedaway. 

Gancell his bond of life deare God 1 pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

£ht. O thou didft prophetic the time would come 
That I fliould wife for thee to helpe mecurffc 
That botteld fpider,that foulehunch-backt toad. 

Mar. Icaldthethen, vaineflourilh of my fortune, 
leal J thee then poore lhaddow, painted Queenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was. 

The flattering index ofa direfull pageant. 

One hcau’da high,tobehurld downe below, 

Amotber onely, raockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, abubble, 
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A fignc of dignitie, a garifli flagge. 

To be che aime of euery dangerous fliot 
A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill che fceane : 

Where .sthy husband now,whcrebethy brothers? 
Where be thy children,whercin doeft thou ioy* ‘ 

Who fucs to thee, and cries God faue the Queene* 

U here be the bending Pcercs that flattered thee* 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and lee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrefled widdow : 

For ioyrull mother, one that wailes the name; 

For Queene, a very Catife crown'd with care ; 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fucs : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath th e courfe of iuftice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didfl vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow*? 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthened yoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip ray wearied necke. 

And leaue the burthen ofitallon thee.* 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Knglifh woes, will makeme Anile in France, 
gu,. O thou well skild in curfes, ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Sett. Afar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fall the day. 
Compare dead happiuelfe with liuing woe, 

Thmke thatthy babes were fairer then they were, 

Andhe that flew them fowler then he is.* 

Bettring thy loflfe makes thebad caufcr worfe, 
Revoluingthis,willteach thee how tocurfe. 

£u. My wordsare dull,0 quicken them with thine, 
gu.Afa . Thy woes wil make them (harp.. & pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why Ihouldcalamitie be full of words? ExitAfa , 
£h*. Windie atturniestoyour client woes, 

Aicrie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore 
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Poore breathing w bat they doe impart 
Le „h=mhaot ■ “P^"| ^.heharr. 

Help' no* “ h , ,. ot ronft-tide,goe with ntc, 

I f f tSofbte™ords,4fooocher 

My^Tnmcdfonne^hichthytworoMe^finotiiered: 

and Trumpets. 

Km. Who intercepts my expedition 
£j. A flie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

9 ^l!h'!i^“tSwfa.ThM haft done. 

'°S» Hid’tt thou that forehead vvith a golden crowne, 
Where Ihould be grauen,ifthat right were right. 

The (laughter of prince that owde that crowne, 

^nd the dire death of my two formes, and brothers. 

Tell me thou villiine flaue, whereate my children. ^ 

Dwr.Thou tode.thou tode, where is tby brother Clarence. 
An& little Ned Plantagenet, his Sonne? ■ 

g u Where is kind Hajlmgs , RiuersyVaughan&raji 
Kin*, jfflourilh trumpets, ftrike alarum drummed 
Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 
Raile on the Lords annotated. Strike 1 fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, jomds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

Dut. ^rtchoumylonne* 

King. Llthankc.God, my father and your felfe. 

Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King, Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will be milde and gentle in my fp'eech. 

King. And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut Art thou fo haftie, I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes.in anguifh, paine anuagonie. 

King. And came I not atlaft tocomfortyou? 

Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell .* 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me 
I eehie and waiward was thy infancie, * 

VV hat comfortable houre cantt thou name eChcroUs> 
That euergrae't mein thy companie t 
trj &‘ raith none but Humphrey \noutt that c*\A 

iTub 1 

Ji it be fogratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

kZ &>>£&*««, 

Kmg. Come, come, you are too bitter* 

Dm, Ei ther thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 

Or e i^ 0 |' I bt^ 1 * JS farr '® thou turne a contperor, 

Or I with gnefe and extreamcagc (hall perifli. 

And neuer looke vpon thy faccfgaine/ 

wi?l- f ak ? w,th r thce n V molt lieauiccurfe. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 

I hen all the compleat armour that thou wearft 
prayers on the aduerfc partie fight. 

And there the little foules of^4 children 

Whifper the fpints of thine enemies* 

And promife them fucceffe and victory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 
Shamefcrues thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

* hough iar more caule,yet much leffe jfpirii 
Abides in me, I fay «^men to all. 

King* Stay Madam,! muft fpeake a word with you 
gtt. Ihaueno morefonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They fiiall be praying Nunncs, not weeping Queenes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liucs. 

King. Youhauea daughter add Elizabeth, 

Vertuous andfaire, royall and gratious. 

And muft Ihe die for this? O let her liue. 

And He corrupt her ^manners, ftaine her beautie, 

Slander my lelfe, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile ofinfamie. 

So (he may liue vnfearde from bleeding Daughter- 




Exit, 

iirit to curfe 



T will confelTe (lie was not Edwards daughter 
1 Km Wrong nother birth, (he isof royallblood. 
V'Tofaue her life, lle/ay fteis notfo. 

Kina Her life is onely fafeft ih her birth. 
iJ'jnd onely in thatfafety died her brothers. 

Km Eoeat their births good liars were oppofite. 

©/ No to theirliues bad friends were contrary. 

Kw. AW vnauoyded is the doonie of dettiny . 

£ht, True«when avoyded grace makes deltiny. 

My babes were dellinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had blelt thee with a fairer life. 

L Madam, fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As Intend more good to you and y ours, (armes. 

Then eiier you and yours were by me wrong d. 
ght. What good is couered with the faceof heauen, 

Tobedifcouered that can doe me good. / 

Kina. Theaduancement ofyourchddren vnightieLady. 

Vp to fomefcaffold, there toloofe their heads. 

King. Notothedignitieandheightof honor. 

The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

Flatter my Ibrrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what (late, what dignitic,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Euen all I haue, yea and my felfe and all, 

Willi withall endow achild of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thofewrongs 
Which thou fuppofell I haue done to thee. 

<£u. Be briefe,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindnetfc 
Lad longer telling then thy kindneffc doo. 

Ki. Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 
^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. s 

King . What doc you thinke? 

£>u. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule, 

So from thy foule didft thou loue her brothers, 
ffnd from my hearts loue, I doe thankethee for it, . 

Ki. Be notfo haftieto confound my meaning* 

I meane that with nay foule I loue thy daughter, 

«uYhd meane to make her Queene of England. 
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£u. Say then, who doeft thou meane /hall t,- l, 

d£f ^ hCf Qs “ n '>» h ° *wM S 8 ' 

^HrAtuttr ofiiMad ”’ 

Kmg. That! would learneofyou, 

AS ^ ne i ha , tW f e , beft ^ aequainted^ withher humor. 

And wilt thou learnc of me ? 

Kmg. Madam with all my heart. ' 

JZ*. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edvardznd Torkg* then happily /he will weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 

And hidhS f “I* handkercheffe ft ^e P t in Rutkndt blood, 
if u • , r dne her weeping eyes therewith, 

Jr this inducement force her not to loue, 

S-u u a ftor> of th y nob le affs: 

Tell her thou mad' ft away her vnckle Clarence* 

» er 7- ckc R ' Mer *> yea, and for her fake 
Madelt quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Anne* 
King. Come,come,ye mocke mc,this is not the way 
To winneyour daughter. 7 

There is no other way, 

Vnleife thoucouldft pur on fome other fliape. 

And not be Richard t hat bath done all this# 

«^x 7 u nf< Ln C twzfnglands peace by his alliance. 
gu. Much /he fliall purchaiewith ftill lading warre. 

Say that the King which may command intreats. 

1 hat at her hands which the Kings king forbid, 
J^#j.Sayfhefiiallbe ahighand mightieQueene, 

£>*. To wailethe title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her euerlaflingly. 

But how long /hall that title euerlaft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliues end. 
gu. But how long fairely /hall that title la ft? 

Kwg. So long as heauen and nature lengthensit. . 

Sift So long as hell and Richard likes of it- 
Kwg. Say I her foueraigne am herfubiedtloue, 

^ ut (he your fu bied loaths fuchfoueraingtie* 
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Plaine ancl not honeft is too harlh a (file. 

King. Madam, your reaforw are too ftaUow,& too quick. 
Qu. O no, my reafons aretoo deepc and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it (fill (hall I, till heart-firings breake. 

Kmg. Now b‘y my George, my Garter and my Crowne 
gt Prophan’d, di/honor'd, and the third vfurped. 
King. I fweate by nothing. 

nothing, for this is ho oath. 

The George prophan’d, hath loft his holy honor. 

The Garter blemilht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue; 

The Crowne vfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly digmtie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fvvearc to bebelecude, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong a 
King. Now, by the world. 
cgu. Tis full ofthy foule wrongs. 

Kmg. My fathers death. 

6h ; . Thy felfe hath that difhonor’d. 

King. Then by my felfe, 

Qh. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why, then by God. 

( g«. Gods wrong is mod of all: 

If thou had ft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitietheKingmy brother made. 

Had not beene brokcn,nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 
Thclmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both thePrinces had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

£ht, That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft. 

For I my felfe haue many teares to wa(h 
Hereafter time for time, by thee pall wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered. 
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Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with her age 
The parents hue whofe children thou haft butcherd 
Old withered plaints to waile it with their age • * 

Sweare notbytime to come,forthat thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vied, by time nufufed orepaft. 

King, zs4s I entend to profper and repent. 

So tnriuc I in my dangerous attempt * 

Of hoftile armcs,my felfe my felfe confound. 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Se oppofite,all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated devotion>holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

Iin herconfifts my happineftc and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me. 

To thee,her feU'e jand many a Chriftian foulc, 
bad delolation,ruinc and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this.- 
J t will not be auoided but by this .- 
Therefore good Mother (lmuft callyoufo) 

Be the attorney ofmy loue to hen 
Pleade what I will be, not" what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I w ill deferue: 

V rge the neceflitie and ftate of times, 
c-^iid be not peeuilh fond in great delignes, 

J$u. fiiall 1 be tempted of the Diuell thus? 

King. J, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good. 

Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe/ 

Ktng. I, ifyourfelfes remembrance wrong your lelfe. 
Sift. But thou didftkillmy Children. 

Kt. But in your daughters wombe'Jle buriethem. 
Where in that neft oflpicerie there (hall breed, 

Selfcs of themfelues, to your rccomfiture. 

Shall I goe win ray daughter to thy will ? 

Ktng, And bea happy mother by the deed. 

I goe, write to me very fhortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kiife : farewell. Exitght. 

Relenting foole,and fhallow changing woman. Enter Rat, 
Egt. My gracious Soueraigne, on the Wefterne coaft, 

Rideth 
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Rideth a puhTant N«i« ( ne „d s , 

T hrong them backc 

y nar ,f V. that Richmond is their admiral!.- 

Ratclfc thy felfe, or Catesby,* here is he i 

*Kin Fhe t^tlTe^Duke: - poft thou to Salisbury , 

When thou comeft there dull vnmindfull villame 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat . Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mind. 

The greateft ftrengtharad power hccan make, 
t^nd meet roe prefently at Saltsburu. - . 

Rat. What is your highnelle plcafure I fhal do at Salubu y. 
Kin? Why what would ft choufloe there before 1 go? 

Rat. Your Highncs told me I fhould poft before. 
2ft»e*My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang d : 

How now, what newes with you? ■ Enter Darby. 

Dar* None good my Lord> to pleafeyou with the hearing? 
Nor none fo bad,but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou may ft tell thy tale aneerer way. 

Once more what newes ? 

Dar ♦ Richmond is on the Teas* 

There let him finke, and be the feas on him. 

White liuered runnagate,what doth he there i 

Dar. I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelTc. 

King. Well iir,as you guefte,as you guelle. 

Dar. fturdvpby D or fet , Buckingham Etyy 
Hemakes for England, thei e to claimethccrowne. 

King. Is the Chairc empty/ Is the fword vnfwaidi 
Is the King dead? the Empire vnpolleft? 

What heire of Yorkeis there aliue but we? 

^nd who is Snglands King, but great Yorkes heire? 
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Then tell me what doth he vpon thefea? 

Dar. VnlelTe for that my Liege, 1 cannotguefTe. 

King, Vnleire for that, he comes to be your Liew 
You cannot guefle wherefore the Welchman comfs * 
Thoirwilt reuolt, and file to him I fcare. * 

Bar. No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me non 
King. Where is thy power then to beat him backe? 
Where arc thy tenants and thy followers - 
A re they not now vpon the We ft erne ihore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends arc in the North. 
X xn' ^ , 0 v,” rlcn ds t° Kichard.what do they in the North? 
When they fliould ierue their foucraigne in the Weft 
Bar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 
I leafe it your Maieftie togiue meleauc, ® 

Ilemufter vpmy friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what timeyour Maieftie fliall pleafe» 

% 1,1, thou would!! begone to ioyne with Richmond, 

I will not tru ft you fir, , 

IDar* Mod mightie foueraigne, 

\ ou haue no cauieto hold my friendfliip doubtfull, 

I neuerwas nor neuervvill be falfe* 

King. Well, go mufter men; but heareyoujeaue behind 
Tour (on George Stanley, looks your faith befirme.* 

Or elfe,his heads aifurance is butfrailc. 

Dar. So dealewith him, as I prouetrueto you. Exit, 

Ent er a (JMeffcnger. 

CMe[. My Gratious foueraigne,now in Deuonjhire, 

As 1 by friends am welladuertilcd, 

Sir Willtam Courtney , andthe haughtiePrelatc, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Mejjenger. 

xWef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery houremore competitors. 

.blocketo their aide, and ftill their power encrcafeth. 

Enter another Meffenger, 

Mef, My Lord, the armie of the Duke of 'Buckingham, 

He Jlriketh him. 

King, 






of Richard t , 

Out on ye Owl«»notbiUg but fong. of death. 

M,J Your G b ' fudden flood and faHoIwater, 
!; rol . O I cry you mercie, I did miitaKe, 

T is (aid my Liege are vp m armes. 

Sent out a boat to aske them on the Ihore, 

If thev were his affiftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 

Vpon his parties he raiftrufting them, 

Hoift laile, and madeaway for Brittaine. 

Ktng. March on, march on,ftnce we are vp m armes, 
Ifnot to fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Qatesbte. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the bed newes 5 that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford , 

Is colder newes, yet they mu ft be told. 

Kmg. Away towards Salisbury, while we rcalon her®, 
A royalibattell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chrijlophcr. 

Dar. Sir Cnflopher, tell Richmond this from me. 
That in the (lie of this mod bloudie Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuoult,oif goes yong Georges head. 

The feare of that, with-holds my prefent aide, 



TficTragedie 

Blit tell me, where it princely Richmond now/ 
Chnfi.htPemhrookeyOt at Hertford weft in Wales. 
Dar* What men of name rcCort to him? 

S.Chrif. Sit fTa/ter Herbert, a renowned'fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, hi William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blum 
Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew, 

VVith many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards Londonthey doe bend their courfe 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

He I hah clpoule Elizabeth her daughter* 1 

Thele Letters will refolue him of my mind, 
farewell. Exeunt. 

t> rx, „ ^ HUr Buc ki n gbam to execution, 
uc. Will not King Richard let me /peake with him? 
Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient, 
u £ \ C ^r Ha fih>gs, and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonae Edward, 
vaughan, and all that haue mifearned. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftice. 

If that yourmoodiedifeontented foules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Jbuen for reuenge, mocke my definition: 

This is All-foules day,fellowcs, is it not/ 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

*-Why then All-foules day, is my bodies Doonicfday: 
This is the day, that in KingEdwardstimz 
1 wifiit might fall on me, when 1 was found 
Falfe to his children, orhiswiues allies: 

This is theday wherein I wilhtto.fall. 

By the falfcfaith of him I trufted mod; 

This, this All-foules day, to my fearefull loule, 

I s the determined rejfpitofmy wronges: 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praicr on my head* 

And giuen in earned what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 

To 




of Richard the Ttuf< 

To turne their points on their maifters bofomc: 

Now c Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

WheX quoth 4he, Ihallipjit thy heart with borrow* 
Remember Margaret was a Pi opheretre. 

Come firsjconuey me to the blocke of fhamc. 

Wrong hath but wrbng,and blame the due of olame. 

Enter Richmond wit h dru ms and trumpet s. 

Rich. Fcllowes in armes, and my mod louing friends, 

Bruifdvnderneaththeyoakeoftyrannie, * • _ . 

T hus fatre into the bowels ofthe land, * 

Haue we marcht on without impediment: 

And hecre receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched, bloodie, and vfurping Boare, 

That Ipoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trou gh, 

In your imboweld bofomes,this foulefwine 

Lies noweuen in the center ofthislflc, 

Neeretothe towneofirice/Ze^as welearne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the haruell of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of iharpe warre. 

1 Lor. Euery mans confidence is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 £or.I dOubtnot but his friends willhie to vs. 

3 Lor . He hath no friends, but who are friends for fearc. 
Which in his greateft need will lhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue hopefs fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makesGods, and meaner creaturesKings. 

Enter K. r Richard. Nor. Ratcliffs, Catesby, with others. 
King, Heere pitch ourtents,euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesby, why lookeft thou lo fad/ 

Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfolke,comc. hither; 

Norfolk^, wemuft haue knockes,ha, muft we not? 

Nor. Wemuft both giue and take,my gracious Lord, 
Kmg. Vp with my tent there, hecre will 1 lye to night; 

L But 
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But where to morrow? well all is one for that.* 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thousand is their great eft number. 
King. Why, ourbattalion trebles that account, 
Belides, the Kings name is atowerofllrcngth. 

Which they ypon the aduerlepartic want: 

V p with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs luruey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc $»en of found direction. 

Lets want n‘o difcipline, rnaKe.no delay, 

Lor Lords, to morrow is a buiie day. Exeunt 

Enter Richmond mth the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat,. 

And by the bright tracke of his fierie Carre, 

Giucs lignali of a goodly day to morrow.- 
Where is fir William Brandon, he fliali bcare my ftanderd, 
The Earle of “TV/w^ro^keepehis regiment. 

Good captaine 2?/*»r,beare my good night to him, 

And by thcfecond houre in the morning, 

Defirethe Earle to fee me in my tent, / 

• Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goeft, 
Where is Lord J'fc*»/rquarterd,doefi thou know? 

Blunt, Vnles I haue miftane his colours much, 
Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich, Ifwithoutperillit bepoffible. 

Good captaine3/»»r beare my goodnight to him, 

And giue him from me,thismoftneedfullfcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lie vndertakeit. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome lake and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuftproportion our fmall (Length.- 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufineife, 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. . rr: 1 
Enter K, Richard, Nor. Rate life, Catesbie. 

.King, Whatisaclocke? 



What, is my Beauef eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my teBt. . r 

■cl In» my Licg«#njlaU chings W.nM 
Km- Good Norfolke hie theeto thy charge, 

V fecarcfull watch, chufetrufty Centinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord. ,, 

Kmg.Svar with the Larke to moryow gentle Norfolk?. - 

Nor. IwarrantyoumyLord. j ; 

King. Catesbie. 

Rat. My Lord, 

King, SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanley * regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Jun-rilingdeaft his fonne Georget&M 
Into the blind caue ofeternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giye me av.atch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratclifjt, 
Rat, My Lord. 

King, Saweft thou the mdmchoiy'L.NorthumberlMidi 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much like Cock Ihut time, from troupe to troupe 

Went through the armie chearingvp thefouldiers. 

King So I am fatisfied, giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit. 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue; 

J’ct it downe, is Inke and paper readie? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my Guard watch.leaue tnee, 

Ratcltffe about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me .- leaue me I fay. Exit Ratc&ffe. 
Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Dar. Fortune and vidtor ie fit on thy hclme. 

Rich. AH comfort that the darke night can afford. 

Be to thy perfon , noble father in lawe. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother? 

Dar. I by atturney bleiTe thee from thy mother, 

Who praies continually fox Richmonds good, 

L z Si 




So much for that : the filent houres ftealc on- 
And flakie darknetfe breakes within the Eaft/ 
in briefe, for fo thefeafon bids vs be.- 
Prepare thy battell cgrely in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbitermenf 3 
Of bloudieftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

I as 1 may, that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will deceiue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fliocke ofarmcs.- 
But on thy Gdc I may not be too forward, 

Eeaft beingfeene thy tender brother George, 
Beexecutedin his Fathers fight. 

Farewell, thcleifure and the fearefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes ofloue, 

And ample enterchangeoffwcet difeourfe. 

Which lo long funder ed friends fliould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights ofloue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and (peed well. 

Rich* Good Lords condud him to his regiment: 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap. 

Lead: leaden dumber peife me downe to morrow, 

When I fliould mount with wings of vidfory 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. SxtrnU. 

O thou whofe captaine 1 account my felfe, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: 

Putin their hands thy brufinglrons of wrath,. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy Mini fters of chaflifement, 

That we may praife thee in the vidforie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, . 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me flilh 

Enter the Ghefl if prince Ed. Son to Henry the (jxt. 

(yhofi to K.Rtc, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 
. Thinke how thou ftabftmcinmyprimeofyoutb. 

At Te vksshury : difpaire therfore and die. 

To Rich. Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged foule* 



^Rkhard the Third, 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

K m> Henries ilfoe Richmond comforts thee. 

GhofttoIcS' annointed body, 

drtpair. and die, 

an ' d fo’ 0 " 01 - 

Enter the Ghofl of Clarence. 

Ghofl. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fuliome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guilebetrayd to death.' 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall Cfey edgelelTe fword, difoatrg and g** 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Laneafler, 

The wronged heires of Yorks do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flouTiib. 

Enterthe ghofts of Riders, Gray iVattghan. 

Rttt. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 
that died at pomfret ,difpaireand die. . 

Gray, Thinkevpon gray , and let thy fouledilpaire. 

Vaugh . Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guiltie reare 
Let fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in jfrc.bofome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter t he Ghosi of L. Haflings . 

Ghofl. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Haflings, d\fp2\te and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Ehgfandsf ake. 

Enter the ghoftsoftwoyong Princes . 

Ghefl to K.R. Dream eon thy coufinsfmoothered inthe 
Let vs belaid within thy bofome Richard, Tower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,fhame and death, 
ThyNephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To ifo^leepe Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy, 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boarcs annoy. 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifh. 

Ent er the Cjhosi of ffueene Anne his wife* 
Richard,*, hy, w ife , that wretched Anne thy v\Ue, 
That neuer flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now filstb.y..lieepe with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in thebattaile thinkeonme, 

And falltny s^geieife Iword.dclpaire and dC. l g 
T o Rich. Thou quiet foule,ilcepe thou a quici 
Dreame of fuccelfe and happy vi dorie. 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

The fir ft was I that heipt thee to the Crowne, 
Thelaft was 1 that Felt thy tyrrannic, 

O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinclle 

Dreame on,dreameon,of bloody deeds and death. 

Fainting defpairc, defpairing yecld thy breath. 

T o Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid 
But cheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
AndRithard fals in height of all his pride. 



K.Richdrdftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.'Ric. Giue meanother horfe,bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercie lefu : foft 1 did but dreame. 

O coward confidence, howdoeft thou afflidt me? 

The lights burneblew,it is not dead midnights 
Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefli, • 
What doe I feare rny felfe? tberesnoneelfeby, 

Richard louts Richard, that is, I am 1: 

Is theroamurtherer heere? No. Yes 1 am, 

Then flie,what from my felfefgreat reafon why. 

Left 1 reuenge.Whatfmy felfe vpon my felfe? 

. Alacke I loue my felfe,wherfore? for any good 
That my felfe haue done vnto my felfe: 
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My confidence hath a thoufaod feuerall tongues, 

\ad euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for avillame : 

Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murder,fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

All feuerall finnes, all vfdein each degree. 

Throng all to the barrre,crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 
Ilballdefpaire, there is no creature loses me, 

And if 1 die, no foule ihall pittie me : 

And wherfoie fliould they? fince that 1 my lclre. 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance oh the head of Richard , 

Enter Ratchffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there? 

Rat. Ratchffe, my Zord,tis I .• the earely village cocke. 
Hath twife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O R&tcliffe , 1 haue d ream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What thinkft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

T^at. No doubt my Lord. ^ 

King. O Ratchffe I feare, 1 feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord.be not afraid of fhadowes. 
King. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night 
Haue ltrooke more terror to the foue of Richard^ 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand fouldicrs 
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day, come goe with me, 
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Wider our Tents He play the ewefe .dropper, 
To heare if any meaneto fhrinkefromme,- 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

L' rds, Good morrow Esmond. 



Exeunt* 



Rich* 



‘Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 

T hat you hauc tane a tardie iluggard heerc. 

Lor. How haue you fiept my Lord 7 

Rtth. Thefwceteft lleepe,and faireft boding dreames, 

Thateuerentred in adrowliehead, 

Haue liince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foulcs, whole bodies Richard, murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftone.- 
I promiieyou my foule isvery locund, 

In the remembrance offo fairc adreame. 

How larre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lcr. V pon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tistimetoarme.and giuedire&ion. 
More then 1 haue Laid, louing country-men, {His Oration to 
T ne letfure and inforcement of the time, {hisjotudtm. 

Forbids to dwell v pon, yet remember this, 

God.and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, (land before our faces, 

Richard, except, thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow: 

For, what is hethey follow. 7 truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed: 

One that mademeanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpe him : 
A bafe foule ftone,made precious by thefoyle 
Of £«g/W.fchairc, where he isfalflyfet. 

One that hath euer becne Godsenemie: 

Then ifyoufight againft Godsenemie, 

God will in iuttice wardyouas hisfouldiers: 

Ifyoufweare to puta Tyrant downe. 

You fleepein peace, theTyrantbcing flaine, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat, (hall pay your paines the hire. 

If you doe fight i n fafegard of your wiues, 

Y our wiues (hall welcome home the conquerors • 

If you doe free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it ffryour age.- 



of Richard the Third. 

Then in the name of God andalltheferights, 

Aduance your ftandards draw yourwillmgfwords 
Fonne^the ranfomeofmy boldattempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face. 

But if Ithriue,the gaine of my attempt, 

Theleaft of you lhall flute his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, andcheerefu y, 

God, and Saint Qeerge, Richmond , and vittorie. 

£nter Km Richard, Rat. &c. 

Km. What faid NorthumherlandzstoochingRtchmottai 

Rat. That he was neucr train’d vp in armes. 

K m. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Ratf He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpole. 

Km. He was in the right, and fo indeecd it is * 

Tell the clocks there The clockeftrtfyth. 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day i 

Km. N T hendie difdaines to lhine,for by thebooke. 

He ftiould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodie Rat « 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not befeene to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe deawie teares were from the ground, 

Not fliine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? for the felfe-fame heauen 
That frownes on me looke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 

Call v p Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth my fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battellfhall be ordered. 

My fore-ward fhall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers (hall be placed inthe midft, 

Iohn Duke of Norfolk?, Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the footcand horfe, 
f £ hey thys dire&ed, yv c will follow _ 
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In the raaine battell, whole puilfance on either fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chiefeft horfe? 

This, and Saint George to boote,what thinkell thou not. 
Nor. A good direction warlikefoueraigne, Hc/hnveth 
This found I on my tent this morning. hima paper, 

Jockey of. Norfolke, be not to bold, 

F or Dickon thy majler u bought and [old. 

King. A thing dcuiled by the cncmie, 

Goe Gentlemen cuery manvnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dfeames affright our ibules, 
Confidence is a word that cow ai ds vfe, 

Deuilde as firft to keepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes beourconfcience,fv\ordsourlawc. 
March on,ioyne branely ,lct vs too it pell mcll, 

Ifnot to heauen,then hand in hand to hell. His Oration 
What ihall I fay more then l hauc inferd, tohisarmie. 
Remember whom you are to cope wirhall, 

Afort of vagabonds, Rafcols and runawaies, 
AfcumofBrittaines, and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whom their orecloycd countrey vornits forth 
To defperateaduentures and allur’d deftruftion, 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues, 

They would reftraine the one,diflaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers coft, 

A rnilkefope, one that ntucr in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againc, 
lafli hence thefe ouerweeningrags of France, 

Thefe famiflit beggers weary of their liues,. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For wantof mcanes poore rats had hang’d themlelues.. 
Ifwc be conquered, let men conquer vs, 
a4nd not thefe baftard BTittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

-^nd on record left them the heirs of fhame. 

Shall thefe emoy our lands, lie with our wiues? 

Rauifti our daughters, harkel heare their drum. 

Right 
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Right Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen* 

Draw Archers draw, your arrewes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

J/maze the welkin with your broken rtaues, 

. Wiiacfaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power? 

Mef My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Oif with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is pall the marlh, 
^fterthebattaile,let George Stanley die. 

Kmg. A thoufand hearts are great within my bolome,- 
^duauce our ftandards, fet vpon.our foes, 

Our ancient word of couragefaire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of ficrie Dragons, 

Vpon them, vifforie fits on our helpes. 

^Alarum, oxcurfans, Enter Catesbie, 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke, rcfcew,refcew, 

The King enafts more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofiteto euery danger. 

His horfe is (laine,andallon foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard. 
King. horfe, a horfe,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, jlehelpe you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And l will (land the hazard of die dye, 

1 thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fine haue 1 (laine to day inftead of him. 

A horle, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter 'Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard ts flame, 
thenretrait being founded, Enter Richmond,Darby bearing the 
(frorone, with other Lords. 

Rich. God and your armes be praifed victorious friend;, 
T he day is ours thebloudiedog is dead. 

Dar . Gouragiousi?ic^«;fi»^,well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe hcere this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodic wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of heauen fay ^fmen to all* 
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The Tragcdie of Richard the 7 hirtJ. 

But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing? 

Bar. He is my Lord, and fafe in Lefier Townc, 
Whitherifit pleafcyou,we may now withdrawvs. 

Rich, What men of name are flaineon either fide? • 
IohnDuke of Norfolk Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and fir Wt/liam Br andon , 

Rich. Enter their bodies,as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to thefouldiers fled, 

That inlubmiflion will returne vs. 

And then as wehauetane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 
Smileheauenvpon this faireconiundion. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their enmitie. 

What Traitor hcares me,andfayes noMmen. 
£mr/Whathlongbecne mad, and fcard her felfe, 

The brother blindly flied the brothers blood. 

The father raihly flaughtered his ownefon. 

The fonne compeld,beene butcher to the lire, 

All this diuided Torkea nd Lancaster, 

Diuided in their dire diuiiion. 

O now let Richmondznd Elizabeth, 

The truefucceeders of each royallhoufe. 

By Godsfaire ordinance conioyne together, 

And let thy heiresfGod if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time tocomcwuh fmooth-fac t peace, 
With failing plentie,andfaire profperous dates, 
^bate the edge of Traitors gracious Lord, 

That w ould reduce thefe bloudie dales againe, 

nd'niakc poore Erglanl weepe in (beamcsoflM, 

I them net liue to taft this lands encreafe. 

That would with treafon wound this fairc lands peace* 
Now ciuillwounds are ftopt, peace liues aga.ne. 

That fliemay longliue heare, God fay e/tfmen. 

VIMS. 
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